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SUSANNAH CENTLIVRE. 



From a situation in her Infancy so obscure that 

no traces are left to speak of any instru^on she 

ever received, with penury driving her from one 

place to another a pensioner upon chance, Su- 

V SAN N AH by the help of much sprightliness and 

^ beauty forced herself into three nuptials for her 

'^ channs, and an admiratipn of her talents, to which 

t the Stage seems in no haste to affix a bQundary* 



^ She married as early as sixteen— We hope that 

^ was her first connexion ; though her Biographers 

>- pick up a Cambridge Student by the wi^ side, and 

\^ send her in the male habit to College with him» 

^ where they tell us she resided a considerable tiine« 

—If she married at sixteen, one should conceive 

her composed of the inflanmiable materials of the 

Spanish females* 

A single year compelled her to look abroad for 
a second husband; and she soon captivated a gen- 
tleman whose name was Carrol : him she is said 
to have tenderly loved. He, however, lost his life 
in a dueU about a year and a half after their mar- 
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SUSANNAH CENTLIVRE. 



riage. She was driyen again upon expedients^ and 
tried the Stage. She wrote a Tragedy, called the 
Perjured Husband j she even attempted the pro- 
fession of an Adlress— We learn, however, that 
she was unsuccessful. At length, plenty sought 
afterherinthe shape of Mr. Joseph CsNTLivRE-— 
He was Her Majesty's Cook ; and with him she 
lived happily until the time of her death, on the 
1st of December 1723. 



Her Plays are 

Perjur*d Husband 
Lovers Contfivaneis 
Beauts Duel — 

Stolen Heiress 
Gamester — 

Basset Table • 

Love at a Venture 
Platonic Lady * 
Busy Body •-> 

Man's Bewitched 



in number nineteen, as follows : 

1700 Bickerstaffs Burying^ N,D, 
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Perplexed Lovers 
fTonder 

Gotham EleSion 
m/e Well Managed 
Cruel Gift — 

Bold Stroke for a Wife 
Arixfce — 
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THE BUST BODY. 
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Mrs. CcMTUVRiy after the uute of Mm. Apjiaa 
B£HNy was a Writer of that Comedy, which may ht 
teitned the hurigmmg Drama^- built upon chance- 
medley and situation, mistakes, closets, veils, balco-^ 
nies, old guardians, and young profligates, with a set 
of ladies who seem bound by no other laws than their 
inclinations, 

I know, positively, no one ofher plays which, morally 
speaking, may not do mischief $ but they have bustle^ 
they have business, and carrying the commercial pas- 
sion with them into their amusements, the English 
love that their drama should be crowded with cAa^ 
ra3ery and that its personages should be all people in 
plentiful business^ 

What may, when her outset in life is considered, be 
deemed surprising, is, that her Comedies all evidence 
very forcibly for her acquirements in learning — her 
assiduity must have augmented with her years, 

'< Vires ac^uirit eundo.** 

For the modem languages were obviously her own \ 
and of Latin she seems to have had more than to fe* 
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males is usually given, even where the education has 
been regular. 

She was assuredly an illustrious female Author—- 
But the literary Ladies of our oum times dim all pre- 
ceding claims to the rank of Dramatic Writers—^ 
Mrs. Cowley, Miss Lee, and the Novel dramatist 

BURNEY. 



as 



PROLOGUE, 



THO* modem prophets were exposed of late 

7h Author could not prophecy her fate ; 

Jftoith such scenes an audience had beenjifd 

The poet must have really been inspired. 

But these alas ! are melancholy days 

For modem prophets and for modem plays : 

Yet since prophetici lies please fools o* fashion^ 

And women, are so fond of agitation, 

To men of sense Vll prophesy anew^ 

And tell you wondrous things that will prove true, 

'' Undaunted CoVnels will to camps repair^ 

" Assured there'll be no skirmishes this year ;" 

On our own terms will flow the wish^d-for peace^ 

All wars except *twixt man and wife will cease ; 

The Grand Monarque may wish his son a throne^ 

But hardly will advance to lose his own. 

This season most things bear a smiling face^ 

But players in summer have a dismal case 

Since your appearance only is our aB of grace. 

Court ladies will to country seats begone. 

My lord cannot all the year live great in town j 

Where, wanting operas, basset, and a play. 

They* II sigh and stitch a gown to pass the time away : 
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Gay city wives at Tunbridge will appear^ 

Whose ktabands iong have lahour'd for an ketTf 

Where many a courtier may their wants relieve^ 

But by the waters only they conceive : 

The Fleetstreet sempstress — toast of Temple sparhs^ 

That runs spruce neckcloths for attornies* clerhs, 

jit Cupid's gardens will her hours regale^ 

Singfoir Dorinda^ and drink bottled ale : 

At all assemblies rahes are up and down, 

And gamesters where they think tkey are not known. 

Should 1 denounce our author's fote to-day. 
To cry down prophecies you'd damn the play : 
^ Yet whims like these have sometimes made you laugh ; 
'Tis tattling all, like Isaac Bicker staff. 

Since war and places claim the bards that write. 
Be kind, and hear a wenneaCs treat to-night ; 
Let your indulgence mil ker foars allay. 
And none but women-haters danm this play* 
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DRUR r- LANE. 

Men» 

Sir GzoRGB Aitiyy a gentleman of four 
thousand a year^ In love with Miranda Mr, Palmer. 

5ir Francis Gripe, guardian to Mi- 
randa and Marplot, father to Charles, 
in love with Miranda Mr. Parsons. 

Charlzs, friend to Sir George, in love 
yjuh Isabinda Mr. Barrymore. 

Sir Jkalous Traffick, a merchant 
that had lived some time in Spain, father 
tolsabinda Mr. Baddcley. 

Marplot, a sort of sUly fellow, coW' 
ardly,hut very inquisitive to know every 
body s business Mr. King. 

Whisfzr, servant to Charles - - - Mr. Burton, 

wBr ^KA^M ^k^M 

IT omen* 
Miranda, an heiress, worth thirty thou-' 

sand pounds, really in love with Sir 

George, but pretends to be so with her 

guardian. Sir Francis Miss Farren. 

Is A B I N D A , daughter to Sir Jealous^ in love 

with Charles, but designed for a Spanish 

merchant by her father Miss Wheeler. 

Patch, her woman Miss Pope. 

^c^VTWELLfWoman to Miranda - - Miss TidswcU. 



Di^atnatin J^txmm* 
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CO FENT^ GARDEN. 



Men* 

Sir George AirTi a gentleman of four 
thousand a year, in love with Aftranda Mr* Holmtn* 

Sir Francis Gripe, guardian to Mi- 
randa and Marplot, father to Charles f 
in love with Miranda ----- Mr. Munden* 

CHAtii.%89 friend to Sir George, in love 
Vfith Jsahinda - ...... Mr. Macready. 

Sir Jealous Trapficx, a nmrchant 
that had lived some time in Spain, father 
to Isahittda - ....... Mr. Thompson. 

Marplot^ a sort of silly fellow, cow- 
ardly, hut very inquisiti%fe to Uhmo every 
hody^s business - ...... Mr. Lewis. 

'^iM^^x^, servant to Charles . . - Mr. Bernard. 
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MiRANOAy an heiress, worth thirty thoH» 
sand pounds, really in love with Sir 
George, hut pretends to he so with her 
guardian. Sir Francis . . . . - 

IsABiNDA, daughter to Sirjfeahms, inhve 
with Charles, but designed for a Spanish 
merchant by her father ..... 

^ATCH, her woman ...... 

Sc B N T WE L L , woman to Miranda - - 



Miss Pope. 



Mrs. Mountains 
Mrs. Harlowe. 
Mrs. Piatt. 
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THE BUSY BODY 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



The Park, Sir Geohgb Airt meeting Chailles. 

Charles* 

Ha I Sir George Airy a birdingthuseariy! what for- 
bidden game rousM 3rou'ao 9pon 7 for no lawful occa- 
sion condd invite a person of your figure abroad, at 
sadi imfashionable hours. 

Sir Geo, There are some men, Charles, whom for- 
tune has left free from inquietudes, who are diligently 
stttdious to find out ways and means to make them- 
selves uneasy. 

Cla. Is ft possible that anything in nature can ruffle 
the temper of a man whom the four seasons of the 
year compliment with as many thousand pounds, nay, 
and a father at rest with his ancestors ? 

Sir Gee. Why, there it is now ! a man that wants 
moniey thinks none can be unhappy that has it ; but 
tny aSairs are in such a whimsical posture that jit will 
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require a calculation of my nativity to find if my gold 
will relieve me or not. 

Cha, Ha, ha, ha! never consult the stars about 
that ; gold has a power beyond them, " gold unlocks 
** the midnight councils ; gold outdoes the wind, be- 
** calms the ship, or fills her sails ; gold is omnipotent 
** below ; it makes whole armies fight or fly ; it buys 
** even souls^ and bribes wretches to betray their 
•* country:*' then what can thy business be that gold 
won't serve thee in ? 

Sir Geo* Why I'm in love. 

Cha, In love! Ha, ha, ha, ha! in love! Ha, 

ha, ha, ha ! with what pr'ythee ? a cherubine ? 

Sir Geo. No, with a woman. 

Cka, A woman ! good. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! and gold 
not help thee ? 

Sir Geo, But suppose I'm in love with two— - 

Cha. Ay, if thou'rt in love with two hundred, gold 
will fetch 'em I warrant thee, boy. But who are they ? 
who are they ? come. 

Sir Geo. One is a lady whose face I never saw, but 
witty to a miracle ; the other beautiful as Venus- 

Cha. And a fool — 

Sir Geo. For aught I know, for I never spoke to 
her ; but you can inform me. I am charm'd by the 
wit of the one, and die for the beauty of the other. 

Cha. And pray which are you in quest of now ? 

Sir Geo. I prefer the sensual pleasure ; I 'm for her 
I*ave seen, who is thy father's ward, Miranda. 

Cha. Nay, then I pity you ; for the Jew my father 
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will no more part with her and thirty thousand 
pounds than he would with a guinea to keep me from 
^starving. 

Sir Geo. Now you see gold can't do every 'thing, 
Charles. 

Cha. Yes, for 'tis her gold that bars my father's 
gate against you. 

Sir Geo, Why, if he be this avaricious wretch how 
cam'st thou by such a liberal education } 

Cha. Not a souse out of his pocket I assure you : I 
had an uncle who defray'd that charge ; but for some 
little wildnesses of youth, though he made me his heir, 
left dad my guardian till I came to years of discretion, 
which I presume the old gentleman will never think 
I am ; and now he has got the estate into his clutches, 
it does me no more good than if it lay in Prester John's 
dominions. 

Sir Geo, What, canst thou find no stratagem to re- 
deem it ? 

Cka, I have made many essays to no purpose; 
though want, the mistress of invention, still tempts 
me on, yet still the old fox is too cunning for me.— - 
I am upon my last proje^, which if it fails, then for 
ray last refuge, a brown musquet. 
Sir Geo, What is't ? can I assist thee \ 
Cka, Not yet; when you can I have confidence 
enough in you to ask it. 

Sir Geo, I am always ready. But what does he in- 
tend to do with Miranda? is she to be sold in private, 
or will he put her up by way of au6lion, at who bids 

B 
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most ? if so, egad I'm for htm ; my gold, as you «ay, 
shaii be subservient to my pleasure. 

Cka» To deal ingenuously with you, sir George, I 
IcjKiw very little of her or home ; for since my uncle *s 
death and my return from travel I have never been 
well with my father ; he thinks my expences too great, 
and I his allowance too little ; he never sees me but 
he quarrels, and to avoid that I shun his house as 
much as possible. The report is he intends to marry 
herhimsdf. 

Sir Geo. Can she consent to k f 

Cha, Yes faufth, so they say : but I tell yon T am 
whoUy tgnoraot of the matter. ** Miranda and i are 
<* like two violent members of acontrary party ; I can 
** scarce attow her beauty, though all the world does, 
^< fior ^e me civility for liiat contempt.*' I fency she 
plays the mother-in-law already, and sets theoldf«en* 
deman on to do mischief. 

Sir Geo. Then I have your free consent to get her^ 

Oki. Ay, and my hdpiiig hand if occasion be. 

SirfSeo. Pohl yonder's a fool coming this way, letV 
avoid him. 

CAtL, ' What, Marplot f No, iio, he's my instrumefit ; 
there's a thousand convexuencies in him; he'll lend 
me his money irhen he lias any, run of my errands, 
and be |Mx>ud on it ; ia short, he'll pimp for me, lie 
for me, drink for me, do any Idling but fight for me, 
and that 1 trust to my own arm for. 

Sir Geo. Nay, then he*8 to be endured ; I nerer 
luiew iki^ ^uaAifications before. 
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Enter Marplot with a pauk crots Aisjaa. 

Alar, Dear Chsrl«s your*5 — Ha ! Sir George Airy I 
die man in the world I have an ambition to be known 
to I {^Aside."] Give me thy hand, dear boy. 

Cka. A good assurance! But hark ye, how came 
your beautiful countenance clouded in the wrong place ? 

Mar. I must confess 'tis a little maUa-propos ; but 
no matter for that. A word with you Charles. Pr'y- 
y thee introduce me to sir George^^he is a man of wit, 
and rd give ten guineas to— — 

Cha. When you have *em you mean. 

Mar, Ay, when I have 'em ; pugh, pox, you cut 
the thread of my discourse— —I would give ten 
guineas 1 say to be rank'd in his acquaintance. " Well, 
•* 'tis a vast addition to a man's fortune, according to 
" the rout of the world, to be seen in the company of 
•* leading men, for then we are all thought to be poli- 
«* ticians,or whigs, or jacks, or highflyers, or lowflyers, 
" or levelIers-'-«nd so forth ; for you must know we 
<* all herd in parties now. 

" Cha, Then a fool for diversion is out of fashion I 
find. 

Mar. «* Yes, without it be a mimicking fool, and they 
" are darlings every where." But pry'thee introduce 
me. 

Cha, Well, on condition youMl give us a true ac* 
count how you came by that mourning nose 1 will. 

Mar. ril do it. 

Bij 
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CAa. Sir George, here's a gentleman has a passionate 
desire to kiss your hand. 

Sir Geo. Oh, I honour men of the sword ! and I pre- 
sume this gentleman is lately come from Spain or Por* 
tugal — by his scars. 

Mar. No, really, sir George, mine sprung from 
civil fury. Happening last night into the groom por- 
ter's— I had a strong inclination to go ten guineas 
with a sort of a, sort of a— kind of a milksop, as I 
thought. A pox of the dice ! he flung out, and niy 
pockets being empty, as Charles knows they often are, 
he proved a surly North Briton, and broke my face 
for my deficiency. ' 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha ! and did not you draw ? 
Mar. Draw sir! why I did but lay my hand upon 
my sword to make a swift retreat, and he roar'd out. 
Now the deel a ma sal, sir, gin ye touch yer steel Ise 
whip mine through yer wem. 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha 1 

CAa. Ha, ha, ha, ha! Safe was the word. So you 
walk'd oiF I suppose. 

Mar. Yes, for I avoid fighting, purely to be ser- . 
viceable to my friends you know — 

Sir Geo. Your friends are much obliged to you, sir: 
I hope you'll rank me in that number. 

Mar. Sir George, a bow from the side box,, or to 
be seen in your chariot, binds me ever your's. 

Sir Geo. Trifles j you may command 'em when you 
please. 
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Cka. Provided he may command you. 

HtLT. Me I why I live for no other purpose— Sir 
George, i have the honour to be caress'd by most of 
the reigning toasts of the town : IMl tell *em you are 
the finest gentleman— 

Sir Geo. No, no, pry 'thee let me alone to tell the la- 
dies— my parts—- Can you convey a letter upon occa- 
sion, or deliver a message with an air of business, ha? 

Mar. With the assurance of a page and the gravity 
of a statesman. 

Sir Geo. You know Miranda. 

Mar. What! my sister ward f why, her guardian 
is mine j we are fellow sufferers. Ah, he is a covet- 
ous, cheating, san^ified, curmudgeon : that sir Fran- 
cis Gripe is a damnM old — ^hypocritical — 

Cka. Hold, hold $ I suppose, friend, you forget that 
he is my father. 

Mdf. Egad and so I did Charles — I ask your pardon^ 
Charles, but it is for your sake I hate him. Well, I 
say the world is mistaken in him ; his outside piety 
makes him every man^s executer, and his inside cun- 
ning makes him every heir's gaoler. Egad, Charles, 
I*m half persuaded that thouVtsome ward too, andnever 
of his getting--^ never were two things so unHke as you 
and your father \ he scrapes up every thing and thou 
spend*st every thing 5 every body is indebted to him^ and 
thou art indebted to every body. 

Cha. You are viryfreey Mr. Marplot^ 

Mar. Ay^ I give and take^ Chxtrles-^oumaybeasjree 
wth me you know. 
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Sir Geo* A pleasant fellow. 

Cka, The dog is diverting sometimes, or there 
would be no enduring his impertinence. He is pres* 
sing to be employed, and willing to execute; but 
some ill fate generally attends all he undertakes, and 
he oftener spoils an intrigue than helps it. 

Mar. I have always your good wordy but if I miscarry 
'tis none of my fault; I follow my instructions. 

Cka, Yes, witness the merchant*s wife. 

Mar, Pish, pox ! that was an accident. 

Sir Geo. What was it, pr*y thee \ 

Mar. iVay, Charles^ now don*t expose your friend, 

Cha, Why, you must know I had lent a certain 
merchant my hunting horses, and was to have met 
his wife in his absence. Sending him along with 
my groom to make the compliment, and to deliver a 
letter to the lady at the same time, what does he do but 
gives the husband the letter and offers her the horses 1 

Mar. Why J to be sure^ I did offer her the horses, and I 
remember you was even with me, for you deny'd the 
letter to be your's, and swore I had a design upon her, 
which my bones paid for. 

Cha, Come, Sir George, let's walk round if you are 
not engag'd, for I have sent my man upon a little 
earnest business, and I have ordered him to bring me 
the answer into the Park. 

Mar. Business ! and I not know it I Egad I'll watch 
him. 

Sir Geo, I must beg your pardon, Charles, I am to 
meet your father. 
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CAa. My father I 

Sir Geo. Ay, and about the oddest bargain^ perhaps^ 
you ever heard of; but Pll not impart till I know the 
success. 

Mar, What can his business be with Sir Francis ? 
Now would I give all the world to know it. Why 
the devil should not one know every man's concerns I 

CAa, Prosperity to't whatever it be : I have private 
affairs too : over a bottle we'll compare notes. 

Mar. Charles knows I love a glass as well as any 
man ; I'll make one; shall it be to-night ? Add I 
long to know their secrets. [Aside* 

Enter Whisper. 

Wkisp. Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch says Isabinda*s Spanish 
^ther has quite spoil'd the plot, and she cann't meet 
you in the Park, but he infallibly will go out this af- 
ternoon she says : but I must step again to know the 
hour. 

Mar. What did Whisper say now ? I shall go stark 
mad if I'm not let into the secret. [Aside* 

Cha. Curst misfortune 1 

Mar. Curst! what's curst^CharUsf 

Cha. Come along with me, my heart feels pleasure 
at her name. Sir George, your's ; we'll meet at the 
old place the usual hour. 

Sir Gto^ Agreed. I think I see Sir Francis yonder* 

[Exit. 
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Cha, Marplot, you must excuse xlic $ I bin tngag*d« 

Mar* EDgag'dl Egad 1*11 engage my life 1*11 know 
what your engagement is. [£jrt^ 

Miran^ coming out of a chair*] Let the chair wait. 
My servant that dOgg'd Sir George said he wab Id the 
Park. 

£nt€f PaYcm. 

Hal miss Patch aIon(St did not you tell me you had 
contrived a way to bring habinda to the Park ? 

Pakh. Oh» madam, your ladythip cann't imagine 
what a wretched disappointment we have met with 1 
Just as I had fetch'd a suit of my clothes for a dis- 
guise, comes my old master into his closet, which is 
right against her chanlber door : this struck us into 
a terrible fright-*^at length I put on a grave face^ and 
ask'd him if he was at leisure for his chocolate ? in 
hopes to draw him ou;t of his hole ; but he snapp'd 
my nose off: ** No, I shall be busy here these two 
hours.** At which my poor mistress seeing no way 
of escape ordered me to wait on your ladyship with 
(he sad relation. 

Miran. Unhappy Isabinda! was ever any thing so 
unaccountable as the humour of Sir Jealous Traffick? 

Patch, Oh) madam, it's his living so long in Spain ; 
he vows he*ll spend half his estate but he'll be a par- 
liament-man, on purpose to bring in a bill for women 
to wear Veils^ knd other odious Spanish customs-*«He 
sweari it is the height of impudence to have a woman 



A&L THE BUSY JBODY. at 

seen barefac'd even at church, and scarce believes 
there's a true begotten child in the city. 

Miran. Ha, ha, ha! how the old fool torments him- 
self! Suppose he could introduce his rigid rules- 
does he think we could not match them in contri- 
vance \ No, no ; let the tyrant man make what laws 
he will, if there's a woman under the government, I 
warrant she finds a way to break 'em. Is his mind 
set upon the Spaniard for his son-in-law still? 

Patch. Ay/ and he expedls him by the next fleet, 
which drives his daughter to melancholy and despair. 
But, madam, I find you retain the same gay cheerful 
spirit you had when I waited on your ladyship. — My 
lady is mighty good-humour'd too, and I have found 
a way to make Sir Jealous believe I am wholly in his 
interest, when my ' real design is to serve her: he 
makes me her gaoler, and I set her at liberty, 

Miran. I knew thy prolifick brain would be of sin- 
gular service to her, or 1 had not parted with thee t9 
her father. 

Patch. But, madam, the report is that you are go- 
ing to marry your guardian. 

Miran. It is necessary such a report should be, Patch* 

Patch. But is it true, madam! 

Miran. That's not absolutely necessary. 

Patch. I thought it was onlylhe old strain, coaxing 
him still for your own, and railling at all the young 
fellows about town : in my mind now you are as ill 
plagu'd with your guardian, madam, as my lady is 
with her father. 
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Miran, No, I have liberty, wench; that she waMs: 
what would she give now to be in this dishabille itt 
the open air^ nay more, in pttrsuitof the young ferflow 
she tilces } for that's tny case I asstire y(Hi« 

PaUk. As for that, madam^ she's even with yovi ; 
k>r tho' she cann't come abroad we have a way to 
bring him home in spite of okl Argtfs* 

Mran. Now, Patch, your opiniofi of f«y choice, for 
here he comes. — Hal my guardian with him l wh»t 
can be the meaning ol this? I'm sure Sir Fntficis 

cann't know me in this dress. Let's observe 'em. 

[TAey zifitAdrMu* 

Enter Sir Francis GKivnandSir GiOROt AiRiT. 

Sir Fran, Verily, Sir George, thou wilt reptftit 
throwing away thy money so, far I tell thee sincerely, 
Miranda, my charge, does Hot like a young fellow ; 
they are all vicious, and seldom make good husbands : 
m sober sadness ^e cannot abide 'em. 

Miran, peeping."] In sober sadness you are mtstaketl* 
—What can this mean } 

Sir Geo. Look ye. Sir Francis, whether she can or 
cannot abide yoting fellows is not the business : will 
you take the fifty guineas } 

Sir Fran. In good truth I will not-^for I knew thy 
father, he was a hearty wary noan, and I Cannot con- 
sent that his son should squander away what he sav'd 
to no purpose* 

Miran. peeping.] Now, in the name of wonder what 
bargain can he be driving about me for fifty guineas r 
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PaUh, I wish it be n*t for the first night's lodging, 
madam. 

Sir Geo. Well, Sir Francis, since you are so con- 
scientious for my father's sake, then permit me the 
£ivour gratis. 

Miran. pcefitng-] Tht favour! O* my life I believe 
'tis as you said, Patch. 

Sir Fraui No verily ; if thou dost not buy thy ex« 
perience thou wilt never be wise ; therefore give me 
a hundred, and try thy forliune. 

Sir Geo, The scruples arose, I find, from the scasty 
6uwu--<— Let me sec — a hundred guineas-^[70ies *em 
m$qf€pmrte and chinks* em*'] Hal they have a y^ 
pretty soundi and a very pleasing look-*-BiJt then, Mi" 
jCBoda^but if she should be cruel- ■ 



Minm* Peeping.'] As ten to one I shall* 



Sir Fran, Ay, do, consider on't. He, he, hel 

J^ Geo. NfOt Vll do't 

PatfA* DoH 1 what, whether you will or no, ma^ 
dam? 

£»r Geo^ Come, to the point ; here's the gold ; sum 
up the conditions.—- 

[Sir Fran. puUing out a paper.'] 

AlrV^ff. peeping,'] Ay, for Heaven*s sake do, for my 
txfcQMXvaxk is. on the rack. 

Sir Fran, Well, at your peril be it. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 

Sir Fran. Imprimis^ you are to be admitted into my 
house in order to move yoiu* suit to Miranda, for the 
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Space of ten minutes, without let or molestation, pro- 
vided I remain in the same room. 

Sir Geo. But out of earshot. 

Sir Fran, Well, well, I don't desire to hear what 
you say ; ha, ha, ha ! in consideration I am to have 
that purse and a hundred guineas. 

5iV Geo, Take it— [Gives him the purse^ 

Miran, peeping,'] So, 'tis well it's no worse : I'll fit 
you both 

Sir Geo. And this agreement is to be performed to- 
day. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay ; the sooner the better. Poor fool I 
how Miranda and I shall laugh at him I — ^Well, Sir 
George, ha, ha, ha I take the last sound of your 
guineas, ha, ha, ha I [Chinks 'ctr.] [Exit, 

Miran, peeping,] Sure he does not know I am Mi- 
randa, r 

Sir Geo, A very extraordinary bargain I have made 
truly ; if she should be really in love with this old 

cuff now — Psha! that's morally impossible. But 

then, what hopes have I to succeed ? I never spoke to 
her 

Miran, peeping.] Say you so ? then I am safe. 

Sir Geo, What tho' my tongue never spoke? my 
eyes said a thousand things, and my hopes flattered 
me her*s answer'd 'em. If I'm lucky— if not, it is 
but a hundred guineas thrown away. 

[Miranda and Patch come forward. 

Miran. Upon what, Sir George ? 
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Sir Geo, Ha t my incognita — upon a woman, ma- 
dam. 

Miran, They are the worst things you can deal in, 
and damage the Soonest ; your very breath destroys 
*cm, and I fear you'll never see your return, Sir 
George, ha, ha 1 

Sir Geo. Were they more brittle than china, and 
dropped to pieces with a touch, every atom of her I 
have ventured at, if she is but mistress of thy wit, 
ballances ten times the sum.— Pr'y thee, let me see thy 
face. 

Miran, By no means; that may spoil your Opinion 
of my sense 

Sir Geo, Rather confirm it, madam. 

Patch, So rob the lady of your gallantry, sir. 

Sir Geo, No child, a dish of chocolate in the morn* 
ing never spoils my dinner: the other lady I design 
a set meal ; so there's no danger. — 

Miran, Matrimony ! ha, ha, ha 1 what crimes have 
you committed against the god of Love, that he should 
revenge *cm so severely, to stamp husband on your 
forehead ? 

Sir Geo. For my folly, in having so often met you 
here without pursuing the laws of Nature and exer- 
cising her command But I resolve ere we part now 

to know who you are, where you live, what kind of 
Besh and blood your lace is ; therefore unmask, and 
and don't put me to the trouble of doing it for you. 
Miran, My face is the same flesh and blood with 

C 
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my handy Sir George, which if you'll be so rude to 
provoke— 

Sir GiOm You'll apply it to my cheek — the ladies' 
favours are always welcome, but I must have that 
cloud withdrawn. [Taking told of ker,'] Remember 
you are in the Park, child ; and what a terrible thing 
would it be to lose this pretty white hand ? 

Mirsn, And how will it sound in a chocolate house 
that Sir George Airy rudely pulled off a lady's mask, 
when he had given her his honour that he never 
would, diredlly or indirectly, endeavour to know her 
till she gave him leave \ 

** Patch. I wish we were safe out." 

Sir, Geo. But it that lady thinks fit to pursue and 
meet .me at every turn, like some troubled spirit, shall 
I be blam'd if I inquire into the reality ^ I would have 
nothing dissatisfied in a female shape. 

Miran. What shall I do ? [Pauses. 

Sir Geo. Ay, pr'ythee consider, for thou ahalt find 
me very much at thy service.' 

Pak^. Suppose, sir, the lady should be in lovewit|i 
you? 

fir Geo, Oh I I'll retprn the obligation in a qio- 
mefit* 

PaUA. And marry her I 

Sir Geo. Ha; ka» hal that's not the way to love her, 
child. 

Miran. If he discovers me I shall die— *— Which 
way shall I escape Jw— let me sec. [Pauses. 
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5>r G€0> Well, madam 

kkran. I have it— Sir George, 'tis fit you should 
allow something ; if you'll excuse my face, and turn 
your back, (if you look upon me I shall sink, even 
raask'd as I am) I will confess why I have engag*d 
you so ofteni who I am, and where I live. 

Sir G^e. Well, to shew you I'm a man of honour, 
I accept the conditions : let me but once know thdse,. 
and the face won't be long a secret to me. 

PatcA. Wluit meaA you, madam I 

AKran. To get off. 

Sir Geo, 'Tis somethmg indecent to turn one's back 
upon a lady; but you command and I obey. [Turns 
Ais Sack.] Come, midam, begin-*- 

Miran, First, then, it was my unhappy lot to see 
you at Paris [Draws Sack a littU zoay^ and speaks,'] at 
a ball upon a birthday ; your sliape and air charm'd 
my eyes, your Wit ahd c6mplaisan'Ce my soul, and 
from that fatal night I lov*d you. [Drawing back. 

And whenyok left tkepidce grief seiM'd itte io. 
Nor rest my heart nor sleep my eyes could know^ 
Last I resolved a hasAtdous point to try^ 
And quit the place in search of liberty* [ Bitit. 

Sir Geo, Excellent — I hope she's handsome — Well, 
now madam, to the two other things^ your name, aiul 

where you live 1 am a gentleman, and this con^i* 

fession will not be lost upon me — Nay, pr'ythee don't 
weep, but go on, for I find my heart melts in thy be- 
half-^Speak quickly, or I shall turn about— —Not 
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yet — Poor lady ! she expefts I should comfort her, 
and to do her justice she has said enough to en- 
courage me. \Twmi abovJt,'\ Ha! gone I the devil! 
jilted I Why, what a tale has she invented — of Paris, 
balls, and birthdays ! — Egad I'd give ten guineas to 
know who the gipsy is — A curse of my folly — I de- 
serve to lose her. What woman can forgive a man 
that turns his back 1 

Tlu hold and resolute in love and war 
To conquer take tke right and swiftest way ; 
The boldest lover soonest gains tke f air ^ 
As courage jnakes the rudest force ob^: 
Take no denial and the dames adore ye \ 
Closely pursue them and theyfaU before ye. 



ACT IL SCENE I. 

Enter Sir Francis G&ipe an^/ Miranda. 

Sir Francis. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha I ^ 

Miran, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha 1 Oh, I shall die with 
kiughing-^the most romantick adventure — Ha, ha, 
ha I What does the odious young fop mean ? A hun- 
dred pieces to talk ten minutes with me 1 ha, ha, ha, ha I 

Sir Fran, And I am to be by too, there's the jest : 
adad if it had been in private I should not have car'd 
to trust the young dog. 
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Mir an. Indeed and itide^d but you ififght, Gtrdy — 
Now methinks there's nobody handsettier thslil yoa : 
so ne^ty to clean^ so good-htiiftour'd, arid so lotihg — 

Sir Fran. Pretty rogue, {jtetty roguft I afid aio thou 
Shalt find mt, if thou dost prefer thy Gardy b«for« 
these caperers of the age : thou shtilt outshirie the 
queen's box on an opera night ; thou shalt b^ the 
envy of the ring, (for I will caffy ihtt toHydc-l'ark) 
and thy equipage shall surpass the — ^What d'ye call 
'em ambassador's. 

Miran. Nay, I am sure the discreet part of my s^X 
will envy me more for the inside furniture, when you 
are in it, than itiy outside equipage. 

Sir Fran. A cunning baggage i*faith thou art, and 
a wise one too i and to shew thee* that thou haM ndt 
chose amiss, I'll this momeht disinlierit my son and 
settle my whole estslte upon thee. 

Miran. There's an old rogue now. \Aiide,'\ Ne^ 
Gardy^ 1 would not have your name be so black in 
the world — Yow know my father's will runs that I am 
not to possess my estate, without your consent, till I 
am five-and-twenty ; you shall only abate the odd 
seven years, and make me mistress of my estate to* 
day, and I '11 make you master of my person to-itiorrow* 

Sir Fran, Humph! that may not be safe — No, 
Chargy, I'll settle it upon thee for pinmoney, and that 
will be every bit as Well thou know'st. 

Miran. Unconscionable old wretch! bribe me with 
my own money 1— 'Which way shall I get out of his 
hands. \Axid€% 

Ciij 
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Sir Fran, Well, what art thou thinking on my girl^ 
ha ? how to banter Sir George I 

Miran. I must not pretend to banter ; he knows 
my tongue too well. \_Aside.'\ No, Gardy, I have 
thought of a way will confound him more than all I 
could say, if I should talk to him seven years. 

Sir Fran. How's that ? oh! I'm transported, I'm 
ravish*d, I'm mad 

Miran, It would make you mad if you knew all. 
[Aside,"] I'll not answer him a word, but be ^umb to 
all he says. 

Sir Fran, Dumb 1 good ; ha, ha, ha ! Excellent 1 
ha, ha, ha, ha I I think I have you now. Sir George. 
Dumb I he'll go distra6led — well, she's the wittiest 
rogue. — Ha, ha, dumb ! I cann't but laugh, ha, hal 
to think how 4^mn'd mad he'll be when he finds he 
has given his money away for a dumb show; ha, ha^ 
hal 

Miran, Nay, Gardy, if he did but know my thoughts 
of him it would make him ten times madder ; ha, ha^ 
ha, ha 1 

Sir, Fran, Ay, so it would, Chargy, to hold him ia 
such derision, to scorn to answer him, to be dumb I 
ha, ha, ha t 

£n/«r Charles. 

Sir Fran, How now, sirrah I who let you in ? 
Cka, My necessities, sir. 

Sir Fran, Your necessities are very iinpertinent, and 
ought to have sent before they enter'd. 
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Cka, Sir, I knew 'twas a word would gain admit- 
tance no where. 

Sir Fran, Then, sirrah, how durst you rudely thrust 
that upon your father, which nobody else would ad- 
mit? 

Cha, Sure the name of a son is a sufficient plea. I 
ask this lady's pardon if I have intruded. 

5zr Fran. Ay, ay, ask her pardon and her blessing 
too, if you expeft any thing from me. 

Miran* I believe yours. Sir Francis, in a purse of 
guineas, would be more material. Your son may 
have business with you; I'll retire. 

Sir Fran, I guess his business, but I'll dispatch him ; 
I expert the knight every minute : youMl be in readi- 
ness? 

Miran, Certainly; my expedtation is more upon the 
wing than yours, old gentleman. {^Exit* 

Sir Fran, Well, sir. 

CAa, Nay, it is very ill, sir ', my circumstances are 
Vm sure. 

Sir Fran. And what's that to me, sir ? your ma- 
nagement should have made 'em better. 

Cka, If you please to entrust me with the manage- 
ment of ray estate I shall endeavour it, sir. 

Sir. Fran. What, to set upon a card, and buy a 
lady's favour at the price of a thousand pieces, to 
rig out an equipage for a wench, or by yoiir care- 
lessness to enrich your steward, to fine for sheriff, or 
put up for a parliament- man? 
Cha. I hope I should not spend it tliis way : how- 
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ever I ask only for what ray uncle left me ) youfs you 
may dispose of as you please, sir. 

Sir Fran. That 1 shall Out of your feach, I assure 
you, sir. Adad these young fellow^ tWtik old men 
get estates for nothing but them to squander away in 
dicing, wenching, drinking, dressing, and so fo^h^ 

C^. I thiftk I was born a gentlemah, sir, I'm sur<* 
njy uncle bred rtie like one. 

Sir Fran. From which you would infer,- sir, thai 
gaming, whoring, and the pcrx, are i-equisites for a 
gentldman. 

CAa. Monstrousrf when I wcmld isk him only for 
a support he falls htto these Unriiarirterly reproaches. 
I nmst, tho* against irty will, employ invention, and 
by stratagem relieve myself. I Aside. 

Sir Fran. Sirrah, what is it yoti muttef, sirrah f 
ha I [Hoids up his cane."] I say you sha'h*t have a groat 
out of my hands till I please — ^and may be I'll ne- 
ver please ; and what's that to you ? 

Cha. Nay, to be robb'd or have one's throat cut ia 
not much 

Sir Fran, What's that, sirrah ? would yoii rob me 
or cut my throat, ye rogue ? 

.Cha, Heaven fotbid, sir! — I said no such thing. 
: Sir Fran. Mercy on me 1 what a plague it is to have 
a son of one-and-iwenty, who wants to elbow one 
olit of one's life to edge himself into the estate! 

Enter Marplot. 
Mar. Egad he's here — I was afraid 1 had lost him: 
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his secret could not be with his father; his wants are 
publick there. — Guardian, your servant — Charles^ 
art you there P I know by that sorrowful countenance 
J of thine the old man's fist is as close as his strong box 
—But I'll help thee. 

Sir Fran. So ! here's another extravagant coxcomb 
that will spend his fortune before he comes to*t, but 
he shall pay swinging interest, and so let the fool go 
on. — Well, what, does necessity bring you too, sir ? 

Mar. You have hit it, Guardian— I want a hundred 
pounds. 

Sir Fran, For what ? 

Mar* Poghl for a hundred things; I cann't for my 
life tell you for what. 

CAa, Sir, I suppose I have received all the answer I 
am like to have. 

Mar* Oh the devil I if he gets out before me 1 shall 
lose him again. 

Sir Fran, Ay, sir, and you may be marching as soon 
as you please — I must see a change in your temper, 
ere you find one in mine. 

Mar. Pray, sir, dispatch me; the money, sir; I'm in 
mighty haste. 

Sir Fran. Fool, take this and go to the cashier. I 
» sha'n't be long piagu'd with thee. [Gives him a note. 

Mar. ©evil take the cashier I I shall certainly have 
Charles gone before I come back. [Runs out. 

Cka* Well, sir, I take my leave— but remember 
you expose an only son to all the miseries of wretched 
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poverty, which too often lays the plan for scenes of 
mischief. 

Sit Fran, Stay, Charles I I have a sudden thought 
come into my head may prove to thy advantage. 

Cka, Hal' does he relent ? 

Sir Fran. My lady Wrinkle, worth forty thousand 
pounds, sets up for a handsome young husband ; she 
prais*d thee t'other day \ tho' the matchmakers can 
get twenty guineas for a sight of her I can introduce 
thee for nothing. 

Cka., My lady Wrinkle, sir ! why, she has but one 
eye. 

Sir Fran. Then she'll see but half your extrava- 
gance, sir. 

Cka. Condemn me to such a piece of deformity i 
a toothless, dirty, wry-neck*d, hunch- ba'ck'd, hag! 

Sir Fran. Hunch-back'd! so much the better r then 
she has a rest for her misfortunes, for tlhou wilt load 
her swingingly. Now, I warrant, you think this is no 
olTer of a father ; forty thousand pounds^ is nofhin^ 
with you. 

Cha. Yes, sir, I thinly t is too much ; a young beau- 
tiful woman with half the money would be mor6 a^i^e^- 
abie. — I thank you, sir; but you chuse better for 
yourself 1 find. 

Sir Fran. Out of my doors, you dog ! you prcMind 
to meddle with my marriage, sirrah i 

Cka. Sir, I obey j but-*- 

Sir Fran. But me no buts— begone, ^rl dare to ask 
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mt for money agaiii ^Fefuse forty thpusaiKl poim<l9l 

Out of my doors I say, without reply. [^Exit Cha. 

Enter Makplot running. 

Mar, Ha! gonel is Charles gone, Gardy } 
Sir Fran, Yes, and I desire your wise worship to 
walk afrer him. 

Mar, Nay, egad I shall run, I tell you that. A pox 
of the cashier for detaining me so IpngI Where the 
devil shall I find him now ? I shall certainly lose this 
secret, and I had rather by half lose my money^-^^Where 
shaU I find hm afl»— Z)'^^ hnow tffhere Charles is gone, 
Gardy f 

Sir Fran. Gone to the devil, and you may go after him. 
Mar. Ay that I toill as fast as I can, [Going returns.] 
Have you any commands there, Gardy? [£x. 

Sir Fran, What, is the fellow distracted ? 

Enter Servant, 

Serp, Sir George Airy inquires for you, sir* 
Sir Fr/in. Desire sir George to walk up.— -»Now 
fpr a tjrial of sk^l that will m^ike me happy and him 
a fool. Ha, ha, ha I In my miiid he looks like an ass 
already. 

Enter Sir George. 

Well, sir George, do yoft hold in the same mind, or 
would you capitulate ? ha, ha, ha I Look, here are the 
guineas; IC^inhs them,] ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Geo, Not if they were twice the sum, sii* Francis, 
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therefore be brief, call in the lady, and take your post. 
Sir Fran. Agreed. Miranda! [Exit, 

Sir Geo, If she's a woman, and not seduc'd by witch- 
craft to this old rogue, I'll make his heart ache ; for 
of she has but one grain of inclination about her I'll 
vary a thousand shapes but find it. 

Enter Miranda and Sir Francis. 

Sir Fran, There, sir George, try your fortune. 

[^Takes out his watch. 

Sir Geo, So from the eastern chambers breaks the 
sun, dispels the clouds, and gilds the vales below. 

[Salutes her. 

Sir Fran, Hold, sir ; kissing was not in our agree- 
ment. 

Sir Geo, Oh ! that's by way of prologue. Pry 'thee, 
old mammon, to thy post. 

Sir Fran, Well, young Timon, 'tis now four exadlly ; 
ten minutes, remember, is your utmost limit ; not a 
minute more. [Retires to the bottom of the stage. 

Sir Geo, Madam, whether you'll excuse or blame 
my love, the author of this rash proceeding, depends 
upon your pleasure, as also the life of your admirer ; 
your sparkling eyes speak a heart susceptible of love^ 
your vivacity a soul too delicate to admit the embraces 
of decayed mortality. 

Miran, aside."] Oh! that I durst speak 

Sir Geo, Shake off this tyrant guardian's yoke; as- 
sume yourself, and dash his bold aspiring hopes. The 
deity of his desires is avarice, a heretick in love, and 
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ought to be banish *d by the queen of beauty. See, 
madam, a faithful servant kneels, and begs to be ad- 
mitted in the number of your slaves. 

[Miranda gives him her hand to raise him. 

Sir Fran. " I wish I could hear what he says now." 
[Running up,"] Hold, hold, hold! no palming, that's 
contrary to articles- ■ ■ 

Sir Geo, 'Sdcath, sir, keep your distance, or 1*11 write 
another article in your guts* 

[Lajfs his hand to his stvord. 

Sir Fran, going Sad,"} A bloody-minded fellow. 

Sir Geo, Not answer me ! perhaps she thinks my 
address too grave : 1*11 be more free — Can you be so 
unconscionable, madam^ to let me say all these fine 
things to you without one single compliment in re* 
turn ? View me well ; am I not a proper handsome 
fellow, ha ? can you prefer that old, dry, witherM> 
sapless log of sixty-five to the vigorous, gay, sprightly 
love of twenty-four^ With snoring only he*ll awake 
tliee, but I with ravishing delight would make thy 
senses dance in concert with the joyful minutes>-^Ha ! 
not yet ? •* Sure she*s dumb*'— Thus* would I steal 
and touch thy beauteous hand, [Takes hoLdoJJur hand."] 
'till by degrees 1 reach'd thy snowy breasts, then ra- 
vish kisses thus. [Embraces her with eatacy, 

Miran. struggles ^ end Jlings from Aim.] Oh, heavens ! 
I shall not be able to contain myself. [Aside. 

Sir Fran, running up with his watch iif his hand.] Sur^ 
»he did not speak to him— — .Thei-e*s five of the ten 

D 
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mmiites gone, sir Geot^e — Adad I don't like those 
close conferences 

Sir Geo. More interruptions— you will have it, sir! 

[Ldys his hand to his stoord. 

Sir Fran, going hach."] No, no ; you sha'n'tfiave her 
neither. \^Aside, 

Sir Geo. Dumb still— sure this old dog has enjoin'd 
her silence. Til try another way— *^ I must conclude, 
*' madam, that in compliance to your guardian's hu» 
" mour you refuse to answer me. Consider the in- 
«* justice of his injun6Vion." — Madam, these few mi- 
nutes cost me a hundred pounds — and would you an- 
swer me I could purchase the whole day so. How- 
ever, madam, you must give me leave to make the 
best interpretation i can for my money, and take the 
indication of your silence for the secret liking of my 
person ; therefore, madam, 1 will instfudt you how to 
keep your word inviolate to sir Francis, and yet an« 
swer me to every question : as for example, when I ask 
any thing to which you would reply in the affirmative, 
gently nod ypur head — ^thus, [AWi.] and when in the 
negative thus, [Shahes its ktad.'] and in the doubtful, 
a tender sigh thus, [Sighs.'] 

Miran. How every action charms me-*but I'll fit 
him for signs I warrant him. [j^side. 

** Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha ! poor sir George ! ha, 
««ha, ha!" [Aside. 

Sir Geo, Was it by his desire that you are dumb, 
p^Mw, to all I can say? [^^iranda nods.] Vcfy weH! 
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she's tradlable I find — And is it possible that you can 
love him ? [Miranda nois.] Miraculous! Pardon the 
bluntness of my questions, for my time is short. May 
I not hope to supplant him in your esteem i [Miranda 
tigks.'] Goodl she answers me as I could wish. — 
You'U^not consent to marry him then ? [Miranda jt^^j. ] 
Howl doubtful in that? — Undone again — Humph I 
but that may proceed from kis power to keep her out 
of her estate 'till twenty-five : V\\ try that — Come^ 
madam, I cannot think you hesitate in this affair out 
of any motive but your fortune— -let him keep it *till 
those few years are expired ; make me happy with 
your person, let him enjoy your wealth. — [Miranda 
kolds up Air hands.'] Why, what sign is that now ? Nay, 
nay, madam, except you observe my lesson I cann't 
understand your meaning. 

Sir Fran. What a vengeance I are they talking by 
ngns ? *ad I may be fool*d here. What do you mean, 
sir George } 

Sir Geo. To cut your throat if you dare mutter 
another syllable. 

Sir Fran. 'Od I wish he were fairly out of my 
house 1 

Sir Geo. Pray, madam, will you answer me to the 
purpose i [Miranda skaAes her head^ and points to sir 
Francis.] What does she mean ? she won't answer me 
to the purpose, or is she afraid yon* old cuff shou'd 

understand her signs ? ay, it must be that. I per* 

ccive, madam, you are too apprehensive of the pro^ 
mise you have made to follow my rules, therefore TU 

Dij 
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suppose your mind, and answer for you.—" First 
** for myself, madam ; that I am in love with you is 
*' an infallible truth." Now for you. \Tums on her 

" side."] " Indeed, sir! and may I believe it?*' " As 

^* certainly, madam, as that *tis daylight, or that I die 
** if you persist in silence.— Bless me with the musick 
" of your voice, and raise my spirits to their proper 
" heaven. Thus low let me entreat ere I'm oblig*d 
<* to quit this place ; grant me some token of a fa- 
** vourable reception to keep my hopes alive.*' \^ATists 
" hastily f turns on her side."] '* Rise, sir, and since my 
<* guardian *s presence will not allow me privilege of 
'* tongue, read that, and restassur'd you are not indif- 
** ferent to me." [Offers her a Utter y she strikes it down.'] 
" Ha, right woman ! but no matter ; I'll go on.*' 

Sir Fran. Hal what's that! a letter! Ha, ha, 

ha I thou art baulk'd. 
Miran> The best assurance I ever saw— [Aside, 
Sir Geo. Ha ! a letter I oh I let me kissr it with the 
same raptures that I would do the dear hand that 
touch'd it. [Opens £/.] Now for a quick fancy and a 
long extempore — What's here? [Reads."] " Dear sir 
" George I this virgin muse I consecrate to you, which 
" when it has receiv'd the addition of your voice 'twill 
" charm me into a desire of liberty to love, which 
" you, and only you, can fix." My angel ! oh, you 
transport me! [Kisses the letter.] " And see the pow*r 
** of your command, the god of love, has set the verse. 
•* already, the flowing numbers dance into a tunc, and 
•* I'm inspir'd with a voice to sing it* 
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<< Miran. I'm sure thou'it inspir'd with impudence 
« enough. [Aside, 

Sir Gee. " Great hoe inspire kim^ 
** Say I admire Aim, 
** Give me the bver 
** That can discover 
** Secret devotion 
** From siUnt motion ; 
<< Tken donU betray nuy 
** But hence convey me. 
[5iVGeo. taking hold of mx9n.'\ "With all my heart;" 
this moment let's retire. \Sir Fran, coming vp hastily^ 
Sir Fran. The time is expir'd, sir, and you must take 
your leave. There, my girl, there's the hundred 
pounds which thou hast won. Go^ I'll be with you 
presently ; ha, ha, ha, ha I [Exit Miran 

Sir Geo. Adsheart, madam, you won*t leave me 
just in the nick, will you ? 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha t she has nick'd.you, sir Geoirge, 
I think ; ha, ha, ha t Have you any more hundred 
pounds to throw away upon courtship ? ha, ha, ha I 

Sir Geo. He, he, he, he I A curse of your fleering 
jests I — Yet, however ill I succeeded, 1*11 venture the 
same wager she does not value thee a spoonful of 
snuff— nay more, though you enjoin'd her silence to 
me, you'll never make her speak to the purpose with 
yourself. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! Did I not tell, thee thou 
wouldst repent thy money \ Did I not say she hated 
young fellows ? ha, ha, ha. 

Diij 
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Sir Geo. And I'm positive she's not in love with age. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! no matter for that, ha, ha! 
She's not taken with your youth, nor your rhetorick 
%o boot ; ha, ha ! 

Sir Geo. Whate'er her reasons are for disliking of 
me, I am certain she can be taken with nothing about 
thee. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha ! how he swells with envy 

Poor man ! poor man I — ha, ha, ha ! I must beg your 
pardon, sir George ; Miranda will be impatient to 
have her share of mirth. Verily we 'shall laugh at 
thee most cgregiously ; ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Geo, With all my heart, faith 1 shall laugh 

in my turn too — for if you dare marry her, old BeU 
2ebub, you will be cuckolded most egregiously : re- 
member that, and tremble 

" She that to age her beaiUeous self resigns^ 
<* Shews witty management for close designs ; 
** Then ifthouWtgrac'dwilthJiUr Mirand<£s htd^ 
<< A£ia<m*s korns she means shall crown thy head. 

[Exit. 

" Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha I he is mad. 

*♦ These JlutV ring fops imagine they can windy 

*< Turn and decoy to love dU womankind 'y 

** But here's a proof of wisdom in my charge^ 

'* Old nun are constant^ young men live at large, 

** The frugal hand can bills at sight defray, 

** When he that lavish is has naught to pay. [Ex, 
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SCENE II. 



Changes to Sir Jealous Tkapfick'^ house. 

Enter Sir Jealovs, Isabinda, and P at CHjbilomng. 

Sirjeai. What, in the balcony again, notwithstand- 
ing my positive commands to the contrary ? — Why 
don*t you write a bill on your forehead to shew pas- 
sengers there's something to be let ? 

Isab, What harm can there be in a little fresh air, 
sir} 

Sir Jeal. Is your constitution so hot, mistress, that 
it wants cooling, ha ? Apply the virtuous Spanish 
niles; banish your taste and thoughts of flesh, feed 
upon roots, and quench your thirst with water. 

Isab. That and a close room wou'd certainly make 
me die of the vapours. 

Sir Jeal, No, mistress, *tis your high-fed, lusty, 
rambling, rampant ladies — that are troubled with 
the vapours : 'tis your ratafia, persico, cinnamon, cit- 
tron, and spirit of clara, cause such swimming in the 
brain, that carries many a guinea full tide to the doc- 
tor : but you are not to be bred this way : no gallop- 
ing abroad, no receiving visits at home, for in our 
loose country the women are as dangerous as the 
©en. 

PatcL So 1 told her, sir, and that it was not decent 
to be seen in a balcony— but she threatned to slap 
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my chops, and told me I was her servant, not her go- 
verness. 

Sir JeaL Did she so? but Til make her to know 
that you are her duenna. Oh that incomparable cus- 
tom of Spain \ Why, here's no depending upon old 
"vvomen in my country — for they are as wanton at 
eighty as a girl of eighteen, and a man may as safely 
trust to Asgil's translation as to his great grandmo* 
ther*s not marrying again. 

hab. Or to the Spanish ladies* veils and duennas 
for the safeguard of their honour. 

Sir JtaL Dare to ridicule the cautious condu6l of 
that wise nation, and I'll have you lock'd up this fort- 
night without a peep-hole. 

Isab, If we had but the ghostly helps in England 
which they have in Spain, I might deceive you if you 
did — " Sir, *tis not the restraint, but the innate prin- 
** ciple, secures the reputation and honour of our sex," 

Let me tell you, sir, confinement sharpens the in* 

vention, as want of sight strengthen the other senses, 
and is often more pernicious than the recreation that 
innocent liberty allows. 

Sir Jtal. Say you so, mistress ! who the devil taught 
you the art of reasoning ? I assure you they must 
have a greater faith than I pretend to, that can think 
any woman innocent who requires liberty ; therefore 
Patch, to your clrarge I give her ; lock her up till I 
come back from Change. I shall have some saunter- 
ing coxcomb, with nothing but a red coat and a fea- 
ther, think by leaping into her arms to leap into my 
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estate — ^but Pll prevent them i she shall be only sig- 
nior Babinetto's. 

Patch, Really, sir, I wish you would employ any 
body else in this affair ; I lead a life like a dog with 
obeying your commands. Come, madam, will you 
please to be locked up ? 

Isab. Ay, to enjoy more freedom than he is aware 
of. [Aside. ^ [Exit mtk Patcl\. 

Sir JtaL I believe this wench is very true to my 
interest : I am happy t met with her, if I can but 
keep my daughter from being blown upon till Signior 
Babinetto arrives, who shall marry her as soon as he 
comes, and carry her to Spain as soon as he has mar- 
ried her. She has a pregnant wit, and I'd no more 
have her an English wife than the Grand Signior*s 
mistress. [Exiu 

Enter Whisper. 

Whisp, So, I saw Sir Jealous go out : where shall I 
find Mrs. Patch now } 

Enter Patch. 

Patch, Oh, Mr. Whisper! my lady saw you out of 
the window, and order'd me to bid you fly and let 
your master know she's now alone. 

Whisp, Hush i speak softly 1 I go, I go ! But hark 
ye, Mrs. Patch, shall not you and I have a little con- 
fabulation, when my master and your lady are en- 
gag'd \ 

Patch, Ay, ay ; farewell. [Goes in andshuU the door. 
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Re-enter Sir Jealous Traffick, meeting WnisrESLm 

SirJecU. Sure, whilst^I was talking with Mr. Trade- 
well, I heard my door clap. \Seeing Whisper.] Hal a 
man lurking about my house ! Wl^o do you waut 
there, sir ? 

Wkisp, Want—want; a pox I Sir Jealous! What 
must I say now 7 

Sir Jeal» Ay, want I Haye you a letter or message 
for any body there ? — O* my conscience this is some 
he-bawd 

Whisp. Letter or message, sir } 

Sir Jeal, Ay, letter or message, sir ) 

Whisp, No, not I, sir. 

Sir Jeai» Sirrah, sirrah! 1*11 have you set in the 
stocks if you don't tell your business immediately. 

Whisp, Nay, sir, my business— is no great matter of 
business neither, and yet 'tis business of consequence 
too. 

Sir Jeal, Sirrah, don't trifle with me. 

Whisp. Trifle, sir I have you found him, sir ? 

Sir Jeal, Found what, you rascal } 

Whisp, Why, Trifle is the very lapdog my lady lost, 
sir ; I fancy'd I saw him run into this house. I'm 
glad you have him — Sir ; my lady will be overjoy'd 
that I have found him. 

Sir Jeal. Who is your lady, friend ? 

Whisp. My lady Lovepuppy, sir. 

Sir Jeal. My lady Lovepuppy, sir ! then pr'ythee 
carry thyself to her, for I know of no other whelp 
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that belongs to her ; and let me catch you no more 
puppy-hunting about my doors, lest I have you prest 
into the service, sirrah. 

IVkisp, By no means, sir — ^Your humble servant, 
I must watch whether he goes or no before I can tell 
my master. [Exitm 

Sir Jtal. This fellow has the officious leer of a pimp, 
and I half suspe6l a design; but I'll be upon them be- 
fore they think on me, 1 warrant *em. [£xiV. 



SCENE III. 

Charles'5 lodgings. Enter Charles an// Marplot* 

CAa. Honest Marplot I I thank thee for this supply. 
I expe^ my lawyer with a thousand pounds 1 have 
ordered him tot^e up, and then you shall be repaid. 

Mar, Pho, pho 1 no more of that. Here comes sir 
George Airy, 

EnUr Sir GEOtiGt. 

4:ursedly out of humour at his disappointment. See 
how he looks 1 ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Geo. Ah, Charles ! I am so humbled in my 
pretensions to plots upon women, that I believe I shall 
never have courage enough to attempt a chamber- 
maid again 1*11 tell thee* 

CAa, Ha, hal I'll spare you the relation by telling 
you — ^Impatient to know your business with my fa- 
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ther, when I saw you enter I slipt back into the next 
room, where I overheard every syllable. 

Mar. Did you, Charles P I wish I had bten with you. 

Sir Geo. That I said—but 1*11 be hang'd if you 
heard her answer — But pr'ythee tell me, Charles, is 
she a fool ? 

C^a. I never suspe6led her for one; but Marplot 
can inform you better if you'll allow him a judge. 

Mar. A fool I I'll justify she has more wit than all 
the rest of her sex put together. Why, she'll rally 
me till I ha* n't a word to say for myself. 

CAa. A mighty proof of her wit, truly — 

Mar, There must be some trick in't, sir George : 
egad I'll find it out if it cost me the sum you paid 
for't. 

Sir Geo. Doy and command me 

Mar, Enough : let me alone to trace a secret— 

Enter Whispeh, and speaks aside to his master. 

The devil 1 he here again ? damn that fellow, he ne»- 
ver speaks out. Is this the same or a new secret ? 
Tou may speak out, here are none but friends, 

Cha. Pardon me^ Marplot, 'tis a secret* 

Mar. j4 secret I ay, or ecod / would not give a farthing 
for it. Sir George, won't you ask Charles what news 
Whisper brings ? 

Sir Geo. Not I, sir ; I suppose it does not relate to 
me. 

Mar, Lord, Lord I how little curiosity some pea* 
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pie have ! Now my chief pleasure is in knowing every 
body's business. 

Sir Geo. I fancy, Charles, thou hast some engage- 
ment upon thy hands } 

Mar. Haveyouy Charles ? 

Sir Geo. 1 have a little business too. 

Mar. Have you, sir George f 

Sir Geo. Marplot, if it falls in your way to bring 
me any intelligence from Miranda, youUl find me at 
the Thatch'd-house at six — 

Mar. You do me much honour. 

CAa. You guess right, sir George j wish mc suc- 
cess. 

Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. [£xiV. 

CAa. Marplot, you must excuse me 

Mar. Nay, nay ; what need of any excuse amongst 
friends ? I'll go with you. 

CAa. Indeed you must not. 

Mar. No ; then I suppose 'tis a duel, and I will go 
to secure you. ^ 

CAa. Well, but tis no duel, consequently no dan- 
ger ; therefore, pr'ythee be answer'd. 

Mar. What, is't a mistress then ? — Mum — you know 
I can be silent upon occasion. 

CAa. I wish you could be civil too : I tell you, you 
neither must nor shall go with me. Farewell. [Exit. 

Mar. Why then— I must and will follow you. [£*. 



y 
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ACT HI, SCENE I. 



Enter Charles. 



Charles. 
Well, here's thcJiouse which holds the lovely prize, 
quiet and serene : here no noisy footmen throng to 
tell the world that Beauty dwells within ; no ceremo- 
nious visit makes the lover wait, no rival to give my 
heart a pang. Who would not scale the window at 
midnight without fear of the jealous father's pistol, 
rather than fill up the train of a coquette, where every 
minute he is jostled out of place! [Knocks softfy,"^ 
Mrs Patch, Mrs. Patch 1 

Enter Patch. 
Patch, Oh, arc you come/ sir ? AlPssafe. 
Cha. So in, in then. 

Enter Marplot. 

Mar. There he goes ! Who the devil lives here ? ex- 
cept I can find out that, I am as far from knowing his 
business as ever. Gad IMl watch ; it may be a bawdy- 
house, and he may have his throat cut. If there 
should be any mischief I can make oath he went in. 
Well, Charles, in spite of your endeavours to keep 
me out of the secret I may save your life for aught I 
know. At that corner 1*11 plant myself? there I shall 
see whoever goes in or comes out. Gad I love dis- 
coveries. [Exit. 
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SCENE IL 



DraQ/i|ailiiliC<KvriCHA&LESy1SABINDA,«ff^PATCH. 

Isab, Patchy look out sharp ; have a care of dad. 

Patch. I warrant you. 

liob. Welly sir, if I may judge your love by your 
cour^ige, I ought to believe you sincere, for you ven- 
ture into the lion^s den when you come to see me. 

Cka. If you'd consent whilst the furious beast is 
abroad, I*d free you from the reach of his paws. 

lsah» That would be but to avoid one danger by 
running into another, ** like poor wretches who fly 
'* the burning ship and meet their fate in the water.'^ 
Come, come, Charles, I fear if I consult my reason, 
confinement and plenty is better thaa liberty and 
starving. I know you would make the frolick pleas- 
ing for a little time, by saying and doing a world of 
tender things ; but when our small substance \^ 
exhausted, and a thousand requisites for life are want* 
ing. Love, who rarely dwells with Poverty,, would 
also fail us. 

Cka, Faith I fancy not ; methinks niy heart has 
laid up a stock will last for life, to back which 1 have 
taken a thousand pounds upon my uncle*s estate ; 
that surely will support us till one of our fathers re- 
lent, 

luUf. There's no trusting to that, roy friend ; I 
doubt your father will carry his humour to the grave» 
and mine till he sees me settled in Spain. 

Eij 
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Cha, And can you then cruelly resolve to stay till 
that curs'd Don arrives, and suffer that youth, beauty, 
fire, and wit, to be sacrificed to the arms of a dull 
Spaniard, to be immured, and forbid the sight of any 
thing that's human ? 

hob. No, when it comes to that extremity, and no 
stratagem can relieve us, thou shalt list for a soldier, 
and ril carry thy knapsack after thee. 

Cha. Bravely resolv'd I the world cannot be more 
savage than our parents, and Fortune generally as- 
sists the bold, therefore consent now : why should, 
^e put it to a future hazard } who knows when we 
shall have another opportunity } 

hob. Oh, you have your ladder of ropes I suppose, 
and the closet window stands just where it did ; and 
if you ha'n't forgot to write in charaflers. Patch will 
find a way for our assignations. Thus much of the 
Spanish contrivance my father's severity has taught 
me, I thank him : though I hate the nation I admire 
their management in these affairs. 

Enter Patch. 

Patch, Oh, madam I I see my master coming up 
the street. 

Cha, Oh, the devil 1 would I had my ladder now I 
I thought you had not expe6led him till night. Why, 
why, why, why, what shall I do, madam ? 

Isab. Oh I for Heaven's sake don't go that way ; 
you'll meet him full in the teeth. " Oh, unlucky 
" moment I" 
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Cka. 'Adsheart! can you shutmeintonocupboardy 
nor ram me into a chest, ha i 

Patch, Impossible, sir, he searches every hole in 
the house. 

Isai, Undone for evert if he sees you I shall never 
see you more. 

Patch. I have thought on it: run you to your 
chamber, madam ; and, sir, come you along with me; 
I'm certain you may easily get down from the balcony. 

Cha. My life I adieu — Lead on, guide. 

[Exeunt Patch and Charles. 

hab, Heav'n preserve him I [Exit. 

-' — ' — - \-- I r ni I 11 I I 111! r n 1 ^ - — ^ ~ i '^ r' ^ ir r " 

SCENE UL 

Changes to the street. Enter Sir Jealous, with Mar- 
plot behind him* 

Sir JeaL I don't know what's, the matter, but I 
have a strong suspicion all is not right within ; that 
fellow's sauntering about ihy door, and his tale of a 
puppy, had the face of aire, methought. By St. I ago, 
if I should find a man in the house I'd make mince 
meat of him — 

Mar. Mince meat I Ah, poor Charles I how I stoeat 
forthet! Egad he's old—I fancy I might bully him, 
and make Charles have an opinion of my courage. 
Egad PU pinch upf and have a touch with him. 

Sirjeal. My own key shall let me in ; I'll give them 
no warning. [FetUng/or his hey, 

£ iij 
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Mar. What's that you say, sir ? [Going up to «> Jeal. 

5i> JeaL What's that to you, sir? 

[Tvnu quick upon fdmm 

Mar. Yes, 'tis to me, sir, for the gentleman you 
threaten is a very honest gentleman. Look to't, for 
if he comes not as safe out of your house as he went in. 

Sir Jeal. What is he in, then? 

Mar. Tes sir^ he is then ; and I say if he does not comt 
out I have half a dozen myrmidons hard by shall beat 
your house about your cars. 

Sir Jeal, Ah! a combination to undo me — I'll myr- 
midon you, ye dog you — ^Thieves ! thieves I 

[^Beats Marplot all the while he cries thieves. 

Mar. Murder, murder 1 I was not in your house, 
sir. 

Enter servant. 

Serv. What's the matter, sir } 

Sir Jeal. The matter, rascal ! you have let a man 
into my house, but I'll flea him alive. . Follow mc ; 
I'll not leave a mousehole unsearch'd. If I find him, 
by St. lago I'll equip him for the opera. 

Mar. A deuce of his cane I there's no trusting to 
age — What shall I do to relieve Charles? egad I'll 
raise the neighbourhood. — — Murder 1 murder! — 
[Charles drops down upon him from the balcony."] Charles I 
faith Vm glad to see thee safe out with all my heart! 

Cha. A pox of your bawling ! how the devil came 
you here ? 

Mar, Egad it*s very well for you that I was here j I 
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have done you a piece of service : I told the old thun- 
derbolt that the gentleman that was gone in was — 

Cka. Was it yoti that told him, sir ? [Laying hold of 
him,'] 'Sdeath 1 I could crush thee into atoms. 

[Exit Charles. 

Mar, What I will you choke me for my kindness f 

Will my inquiring soul never leave searching 

into other people's affairs till it gets squeezed out of 
my body } I dare not follow him now for my bloody 
he's in such a passion.— 'I'll to Miranda ; if I can 
discover aught that may oblige sir George, it may be 
a means to reconcile me again to Charles. 

Sir Jeal. within.] Look about / search I find him out I 

Mar. Ohf the deviti therms old Cretbstich again. [Exs 

Enter Sir Js A LO u s and his servants. 

Sir Jeal. Are you sure you have searched every 
where ? 
Serv. Yes, from the top of the house to the bottom. 
Sir Jeal. Under the beds and over the beds ? 
Serv. Yes, and in them too, but found nobody, sir. 
Sir Jeal, Why, what could this rogue mean ? 

Enter Isabinda and Patch. 

Patch. Take courage, madam, I saw him safe out. 

[Aside to Isab* 
Jsa6. Bless me ! what*s the matter, sir } 
Sir Jeal. • You know best — Pray where's the man 
that was here just now ? 
IsaS, What man, sif } I saw none. 
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Patch, Nor I9 by the trust you repose in me. Do 
you think I wouM let a man come within these doors 
when you arc absent ? * 

Sir Jeai, Ah, Patch ! she may be too cunning for 
thy honesty: the very scout that he had set to give 
warning discovered it to me-^-^nd threatened me with 
half-a-dozen myrmidon^-— — but I think I maulM 
the villain* These afflictions you draw upon me, 
mistress I 

fsoB. Pardon me, mr, *tis your own ridiculous hu- 
mour draws you into these vexations^ and gives every 
fool pretence to banter you. 

Sir JeiU. No, *tis your idle conduct, your coquet- 
tish flirting into the balcony — Oh! with what joy shall 
1 resign thee into the arms of Don Diego Babinetto! 

Isa6, And with what industry shall I avoid him. 

l^Aside. 

Sir Jeal. Certainly that rogue had a message from 
somebody or other, but being baulk*d by my coming 
poppM that sham upon me. Come along ye sots, 
let's see if we can find the dog again. Patch, lock 
her up, d'ye hear ? 

PatcA. Yes, sir— Ay, walk till your heels ache, you*lI 
find nobody I promise you. 

Isa6, Who could that scout be which he talks of ^ 

Putck, Nay, I cann*t imagine without it was Whis- 
per. 

Isa6. Well, dear Patch! let's employ all our 
thoughts how to escape this horrid Don Diego ; my 
very heart sinks at his terrible name. 
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Patch, Fear not, madam ; Don Carlo shall be the 
man, or I'll lose the reputation of contriving, and 
then what's a chambermaid good for ? 

" Jsai. Say*st thou so, my girl } then 

** Let dad 6e jealous, multiply his cares \ 

" Whilst lofoe instruQs me to avoid the snares, 

*' P II spite of all his Spanish caution show 

" How much for lout a British maid can do.** [Exeunt* 



SCENE IV. 

Sir Francis Gripb'j Aouse. Enter Sir Francis and 

Miranda meeting, 

Miran. .Well, Gardy, how did I perform the dumb- 
scene? 

Sir Fran, To admiration — ^Thou dear little rogue I 
let me buss thee for it : nay, adad I will, Chargy, sa 
muzzle, and tuzzle, and hug thee ; I will, i'faith . I 
will. [^uggijig and hissing her* 

Miran. Nay, Gardy, don't be so lavish. Who 
would ride post when the journey lasts for life } 

Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah wag ! I'll buss thee again for 
that. Oh, I'm transported ! When, when, my dear I 
wilt thou convince the world of the happy day ? when 
shall we marry, ha ? 

Miran, There's nothing wanting but your consent^ 
sir Francis. 



/ 
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Sir Fran* My consent 1 what does my charmer 
mean } 

Miran. Nay, 'tis only a .whim; but 1*11 have every 

thing according to form^^therefore when you sign an 

y^ithentick paper drawn up by an able lawyer, that I 

• have your leave to marry, the next day makes me 

your*s, Gardy, 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha 1 a whim indeed \ why, is it 
not demonstration I give my leave when I marry 
thee? 

Miran, Not for your reputation, Gardy ; the mali- 
cious world will be apt to say you trick me into mar- 
riage, and so take the merit from my choice : now I 
will have the a6l my owh, to let the idle fops see 
how much I prefer a man loaded with years and wis- 
dom. 

Sir Fran. Humph I Pr'ythee leave out years, Chargy ; 
Fm not so old, as thou shalt find. Adad I*m young : 
there's a caper for ye I [Jumps. 

Miran. Oh, never excuse it ; why, I like yon the 
better for being old— but I shall suspect you don't 
love me if you refuse me this formality. 

Sir Fran. Not love thee, Chargy ! Adad I do love 

thee belter than, than, than, better than what 

shall I say ? egad better than money ; i* faith I do 

Miran. That's false I'm sure. [Aside.l To prove it 
do this then. 

Sir Fran. Well, I will do it, Chargy, provided I 
bring a licence at the same time. 
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Miran, Ay, and a parson too if you please. Ha, ha, 
ha 1 I cann't help laughing to think how all the young 
coxcombs about town will be mortified when they 
hear of our marriage. 

Sir Fran. So they will, so they will ; ha, ha, ha I 

Miran. Well, I fancy I shall be so happy with my 
Gardy — 

Sir Fran, If wearing pearls and jewels, or eating 
gold, as the old saying is, can make thee happy, thou 
shalt be so, my sweetest, my lovely, my charming, 
my — ^verily I know not what to call thee. 

Mir an* You must know, Gardy, that I am ^ eager 
to have this business concluded, that I have employed 
my woman's brother, who is a lawyer in the Temple, 
to settle matters just to your liking; you are to give 
your consent to my marriage, which is to yourself you 
know : but, mum, you must take no notice of that* 
So then I will, that is, with your leave, put my writ- 
ings into his hands ; then to-morrow we come siap 
upon them with a wedding that nobody thought on, 
by which you seize me and my estate, and 1 suppose 
make a bonfire of your own a^ and deed» 

Sir Fran. Nay, but Chargy, i f 

Miran, Nay, Gardy, no Ifs. Have I refus'd 

three northern lords, two British peers, and half a 
score knights, to have put in your Ifs ? 

Sir Fran. So thou hast indeed, and I will trust to 
thy management. 'Od I'm all of a fire. 

Miran. 'Tis a wonder the dry stubble does not 
blaze. [Mde. 
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Enter Marplot. 

Sir Fran» How now, who sent for yon, sir ? What, 
is the hundred pound gone already } 

Mar. No, sir ; I don't want money now, Gardy. 

Sir Fran. No, that's a mii^clel but there's one 
thing you want I'm sure. 

Mar. Ay, what's that ? 

Sir Fran. Manners 1 What, had I no servants with- 
out 7 

Mar. None that could do my business, Guardian;* 
which is as present with this lady. 
^Miran. With me, Mr. Marplot I what is it I be- 
* seech you ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, sir, what is it ? any thing that re- 
lates to her may be delivered to me. 

Mar. I deny that. 

Mir an. That's more than I do, sir. 

Mar. Indeed, madam I Why then to proceed : 
Fame says, you know best whether she Ues or not, that you 
and my most conscionable Guardian here designed, 
contriv'd, plotted, and agreed, to chouse a very civil, 
honest, honourable gentleman out of a hundred 
pounds : Guilty or not ? 

Miran. That I contriv'd iti 

Mar. Ay, you — you said never a word against it, so 
far you are guilty. 

Sir Fran. Pray tell that civil, honest, honourable 
gentleman, that if he has any more such sums to fool 
away, they shall be receiv'd like the last; ha, ha, ha! 
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Chous'd quotha I But hark ye, let him know at the 
same timey that if he dare to report I trick'd him of 
it, I shall recommend a lawyer to him shall shew him 
a trick for twice as much. D'ye hear ? tell him that. 
Mar, So, and this is the way you use a gentleman, 
and my friend 1 

Miran, Is the wretch thy friend } 
• Mar. The wretch ! look ye, madam, don*t call 
names, egad I won*t take it. 
Miran, Why, you won't beat me, will you ? Ha, ha ! 
Mar, I don*t know whether I will or no. 
Sir Fran. Sir, I shall make a servant shew you out 
at the window if you are saucy. 

Mar. 1 am your most humble servant. Guardian ; 
I design to go out the same way I came in. I would 
only ask this lady one question, Don*t you think Ae*s a 
fine gentleman f 

Sir Fran. Who's a fine gentleman f 
Mar. Notyouy Gardy^ not you I Don't you think in 
your soul that sir George Airy is a very fine gentle- 
man } 
Miran. He dresses well. 

Sir Fran. Which is chiefly owing to his taylor and 
valet de chambre. ^ 

Mar. fVeli/ and who is your dress owing tOy ha 9 Hurt's 
a beau, ma^avi'^do but look at him I 
Sir Fran. Sirrah I 

Miran. And if being a beau be a proof of his being 
a fine gentleman, he may be so. 

F 
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Mar. He may be to! Why, ma*ain» the judicioua part 
of die world allow him wit, couragCi gallantry, ay» 
and economy too, tho* I think he forfeited th^t cha- 
racier when he flung away a hundred pounds upon 
your dumb ladyship. 

Sir Fran, Does that gall him } Ha, ha, ha I 

Miran. So, sir George, remaining in deep discon- 
tent, has sent you, his trusty squire, to utter his com* 
plaint. Ha^Jia, ha ! 

Mar. Yes, madam; and you, like a cruel hard* 
hearted Jew, value it no more — than I wou'd your 
ladyship, were I sir George ; you, you, you-— — 

Miran. Oh, don*t call names: I know you love to 
be employed, and I'll oblige you, and you shall carry 
him a message from me. 

Mar, Accoiding as I like it. What is it } 

Miran, Nay, a kind one you may be sure-^— First, 
tell him I have chose this gei^tleman to have and to 
hold, and so forth. 

{Ciapping her Aatid inid Sir Francis's. 

Mar. Muck good may do you ! 

Sir Fran, Oh, the dear rogue 1 how I dote on her I 

[Aside* 

Miran, And advise his Impertinence to trouble me 
no more, for I prefer sir Prands for a husband before 
all the fops in the universe. 

Mar, Oh Lord, oh Lord I she's bewitched, that's 
certain. Here's a husband for eighteen— ilrre's a tit^ 
bit for a young lady — here's a skape^ an air, and a grace 
—here's bones rattling in a leathern bag— [Tarn/w^ 
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nr Francis aSmt.] here's buckram and canvas to 
scrub you to repentance. 

Sir Fran. Sirrah, my cane shall teach you repent* 
ance presently. 

Mar, No, faith, I have felt its twin brother from 
just such a wither*!! hand too lately. 

Miran, One thing more ; advise him to keep from 
the garden-gate on the left hand, for if he dare to 
saunter there, about the hour of eight, as he us'd to 
do, he shall be saluted with a pistol or a blunderbuss. 

Sir Fran. Oh, monstiious 1 Why, Chargy, did he 
use to come to the garden-giate ? 

Miran, The gafd'ner described just such another 
man that always watch'd his coming out, and fain 
wou'd have brib*d him for his entrance^^Tell him he 
shall find a Warm reception if he comes this nights 

jifor. Pistols and blunderbusses 1 Egad a warm re* 
ccption indeed 1 I shall take care to inform him of 
your kindness, and advise him to kee|> farther off. 

Miran* I hope be will understand my meaning bet* 
terthan to tollow your advice. [Aiidt, 

Sir Fran. Thou hast sign'd, seal'd, and ta'en pos- 
session of my heart forever, Chargy, ha, ha, hal and 
for you, Mr. Saucebox, let me have no more of your 
messages, if ever you design to inherit your estate, 
gentleman. 

Mar, Why, there 'tis now. Sure I shall be out of 
your clutches one day — Well, Guardian, I say no 
more : but If yon be not as arrant a cuckold as e'er 
drove bargain upon the Exchange, or paid attend* 

Fij 
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ance to a court, I am the son of a whetstone $ and so 
your humble servant. [Exit. 

Miran, Mr. Marplot, don't forget the message : ha, 
ha, ha, haf 

Mar. AVzff^, nang^ nang I [Exit. 

Sir Fran, I am so pro vok'd-— 'tis well he's gone. 

Miran. Oh, mind him not^ Gardy, but let*s sign 
articles, and the n 

Sir Fran, And then— Adad I believe I am meta* 
morphosM, my pulse beats high, and my blood boils* 
methinks-— *- IKissing and hugging her, 

Miran, Oh, fie, Gardy ! be not so violent : consider 
the market lasts all the year, — ^Well 5 I'll in, and see 
if the lawyer be come : you'll follow ? [£xfV. 

Sir Fran* Ay, to the world's end, my dear I Well, 
Frank, thou art a lucky fellow in thy old age to have 
such a delicate morsel, and thirty thousand pounds, in 
love with thee. I shall be the envy of bachelors, the 
glory of married men, and the wonder of the town, 
some guardians would be glad to compound for part 
of the estate at dispatching an heiress, but I engross 
the whole. 01 mihi praUeritos rejtret si Jupiter annos. 

[Exit. 

SCENE V. 



Changes to a tavern^ discovers Sir George and Charles. 
zuitk wine before them, and Whisper waiting. 

Sir Geo. Nay, pr'ythee, don't be grave, Charles : 
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misfortunes will happen. Ha, ha» ha 1 'tis some com- 
fort to have a companion in our suiFerings. 

CAa. I am only apprehensive for Isabinda ; her fa- 
ther's humour is implacable ; and how far his jea* 
lousy may transport him to her undoing, shocks my 

soul to think. 

Sir Geo. But since you escap'd nndiscover'd by 
him, his rage will quickly lash into a calm^ never 
fear it. 

CAa, But who knows what that unlucky dog, Mar- 
plot, told him, nor can I imagine what brought him 
hither: that fcriluw is ever doing mischief ) and yet, 
to give him his due, he never designs it. This is 
some blundering adventure wherein he thought to 
shew his friendship, as he calls it ! a curse on him 1 

Sir Geo. Then you must forgive him. What said he? 

CAa. Said 1 nay, I had more mind to cut his throat, 
tlian to hear his excuses. 

Sir Geo, Where is he ? 

WAisp, Sir, i saw him go into sir Francis Gripe's 
just now. 

Cha, Oh 1 then he's upon your business, sir George : 
a thousand to one but he makes some mistake there 1/ 
too. 

Sir Geo. Impossible, without he huffs the lady and 
makes love to Sir Francis* 

Enter Drawer, 

Draw. Mr. Marplot is below, gentlemen, and de- 
sires to know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. 

Fiij 
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Cka. How civil the rogue is when he has done a 
fault 1 

Sir Geo. Ho \ desire him to walk up. Pr'ythee, 
Charles, throw off this chagrin, and be good com- 
pany. 

Cha. Nay, hang him, I'm not angry with him. 
Whisper, fetch me pen, ink, and paper. 

Wkisp. Yes, sir. {ExU Whisper. 



Enter, Marplot. 

Cha» Do but mark his sheepish look, sir George. 

Mar, Dear Charles 1 don't overwhelm a man aU 
•ready under insupportable af&idtion. I'm sure I al- 
ways intend to serve my friends, but if my malicious^ 
stars deny the happiness, is the fault mine } 

Sir Geo, Never mind him, Mr. Marplot ; he's eat 
up with spleen. But tell me, what says Miranda \ 

Mar, Says !— -nay, we are all undone there too. 

Cha, I told you so $ nothing prospers that he un- 
dertakes. 

Mar, Why, can I help her having chose your fa- 
ther for better for worse ? 

Cha, So ; there's another of Fortune^s strokes. I 
suppose I shall be edged out of my estate with twins 
every year, let who will get 'em. 

Sir Geo, What ! is the woman really possessed ? 

Mar, Yes, with the spirit of contradiction : she 
rail'd at you most prodigiously. 

Sir Geo. That's no ill sign. 
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Enter Whisper with pen^ inky and paper, 

Mar» You*d say it was no good sign if you knew all. 

Sir Geo. Why, pr'ythee ? 

Mar. Hark 'e, sir George, let me warn you ; pur- 
sue your old haunt no more ; it may be dangerous. 

[Charles sits down to write. 

Sir Geo. My old haunt ! what do you mean' ? 

Mar. Why in short then, since you will have it, 
Miranda vows if you dare approach the garden-gate 
at eight o'clock, as you us'd, you shall meet with a warm 
reception. 

Sir Geo. A warm reception! 

Mar. -*/y, a very warm reception — you shall be sa- 
luted with a blunderbuss, sir. These were her very 
words : nay, she bid me tell you so too. 

Sir Geo. Ha 1 the garden .gate at eight, as I us'd to 
do! There must be meaning in this. Is there such 
a gate, Charles ? 

Mar. h there such a gate^ Charles 9 

Cha. Yes, yes, it opens into the Park : I suppose 
her ladyship has made many a scamper thro' it. 

Sir Geo. It must be an assignation then. Hal my 
heart springs for joy ; 'tis a propitious omen. My 
dear Marplot! let me embrace thee; thou art my 
Wend, my better angel.— 

Mar. What do you mean, sir George ? 

Sir Geo. No matter what I mean. Here, take a,- * 
bumper to the garden-gate, you dear rogue you ! . 
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Mar. You have reason to be transported, sir 
George ; I have sav'd your life. 

•Sir Geo, My life I thou hast sav'd my soul^ man. 
Charles, if thou dost not pledge this health, niay*st 
thou never taste the joys of love. 

Cka. Whisper, be sure you take care how you de- 
liver this. [Gives him the Utter, '\ Bring me the answer 
to my lodgings. 

JVkisp. I warrant you, sir. 

Mar, Whither does that letter go ? Now dare I 
not ask for my blood— 7>&a/ fellow knows more secrets 
than I do. [Exit Whisper. 

Cha. Now I'm for you. 

Sir Geo. To the garden-gate at the hour of eight, 
Charles : along ; huzza I 

Char. I begin to conceive you. 

Mar. That's more than I do, egad— To the garden- 
gate, huzza I [Drinks,'] But I hope you design to 
keep far enough off on't, sir George. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never fear that ; she shall see I 
despise her frowns; let her use the blunderbuss 
against the next fool ; she sha'n*t reach me with the 
smoke I warrant her ; ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Ah, Charles! ifyou could receive a disap- 
pointment thus en cavalier^ one should have some com- 
fort in being beat for you. 

Cha. Tiie fool comprehends nothing. 

Sir Geo. Nor would I have him, Pr'ythee, take 
him along with thee. 
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Cha, Enough. 

Sir Geo. I kiss both your hands— And now for the 
garden .gate. 

ICs beauty gives the assignation there^ 

And love too powerful grows f admit of /ear, [Exit. 

CAa, Come, you shall go home with me. 

Mar. SAall I! and are we /riends, Charles P — lam 
glad of it. 

Cha. Come along, [Exit Charles. 

Mar. Egad, Charles' asking me to go home with 
him gives me a shrewd suspicion there's more in the 
garden-gate than I comprehend. Faith I'll give him 
tht drop, and away to Gardy's and find it out* [Exit* 



jiCTlV. SCENE I. 



7%e ouiside of Sir Jealous Traffic k'x house, Patch 
peeping out of the door. Enter Wh i s f e k . 

Whisper. 
Ha I Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky minute, to find you 
so readily ; my master dies with impatience. 

Patch. My lady imagin'd so, and by her orders I 
have been scouting this hour in search of you, to in< 
form you that sir Jealous has invited some friends to 
supper with him to-night, which gives an opportu- 
nity to your master to make use of his ladder of 
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''l/ropes. The closet window shall be open, and I«a- 
binda ready to receive him. Bid him come imme- 
diately. 

Whisp, Excellent I he'll not disappoint, I warrant 
him.>~But hold, I have a letter here which Tm to 
carry an answer to. I cann*t think what language 
the dire^ion is. 

Patch, Phot *tis no language, but a chara6ler 
which the lovers invented to avert discovery— Ha 1 1 
hear my old master coming downstairs ; it is impossible 
you should have an answer : away, and bid him come 
himself for that. Begone, we're ruiifi if you're seen, 
for he has doubled his care since the last accident. 

Whisp, I go, I go. [Exit, 

Patch, There, go thou into my pocket. [Puts it he* 
side and it falls down,'] Now I'll up the back stairs lest 
I meet him — Well, a dexterous chambermaid is the 
ladies' best utensil, I say. {Exit, 

Enter Sir Jealous, with a letter in his krnnd* 

Sir Jeai. So, this is some comfort; this tells me 
that Signior Don Diego Babinetto is safely arriv'd. 
He shall marry my daughter the minute becomes — Ha, 
ha ! what*s here ? [ Takes up the letter Patch dropped, ] A 
letter! I don't know what to make of the superscription. 
I'll see \Vhat's withinside. [Opens it.] — Humph — 'tis 
Hebrew I think. What can this mean ? — There must 
be some trick in it. This was certainly design'd for 
my daughter ; but I don't know that she can speak 
any language but her mother tongue.— No matter 
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for that; this maty be ooe of Love's hierog^ly{^iicks ; 
and I fancy I saw Patch's tail sweep by : that wench 
may be a slut, and instead of guarding my honour 
betray it. I'll find it out, I'm resolv'd— " Who's 
" there ? 

Enter Servant, 

** What answer did you bring from the gentleman I 
" sent you to invite? 
. " Serv, That they'd all wait on you, sir, as I told 
" you before ; but I suppose you forgot, sir. 

" Sir Jeal, Did I so, sir? but I sha'n't forget to 
** break your head if any of them come, sir. 

<' Strv, Come, sir I why, did not you send me to 
" desire their company, sir ? 

** Sir Jtal, But I send you now to desire their ab- 
" sence. Say I have something extraordinary fallen 
*' out, which calls me abroad contrary to expectation, 
'< and ask their pardon ; and, d'ye hear, send the but- 
•* ler to me. - 

" Serv. Yes, sir. \_ExiL 

" Enter Butler. 

<^ Sir Jeal. If this paper has a meaning 1*11 find it 
" — Lay the cloth in my daughter's chamber, and 
*^ bid the cook send supper thither presently. 

" But. Yes, sir. — Hey-day ! what's the matter now ? 

\Exit. 

" Sir JeaU He wants the eyes of Argus that has a 
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** young handsome daughter in this town ; but my 
<*;comfort is I shall not be troubled long with her. 
<| He that pretends to rule a girl once in her teens 
*^. had better be at sea in a storm, and would be in less 
** danger ; 

'* For let Aim do or coMnsei all he can^ 

'< She thinks and dreams of nothing else but man.'* [Ex. 



SCENE 11. 



IsABiNDA*s chamher. Isabinda aii^ Patch. 

fsab. Are you sure nobody saw you speak to Whis- 
per ? 

Patch, Yes, very sure, madam ; but I heard sir 
Jealous coming down stairs, so clapthis letter inro my 
pocket. . [Feels/or the letter. 

Isah, A letter ! give it me quickly. 

Patch. Bless me ! what's become on't — I'm sure I 
put it — [^Searching still. 

Iseb, Is it possible thou couldst be so careless ?— 
\- Oh, I'm undone for ever if it be lost. 

Patch. I must have dropt it upon the stairs. But 
why are you so much alarm'd ? if the worst happens 
nobody can read it, madam, nor find out whom it 
was designed for. 

Isab, If it falls into my father*s hands the very fi- 
gure of a letter will produce ill consequences. Run 
and look for it upon the stairs this moment. 
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Patch, Nay, I*in sure it can be no where else 

[As she is going out of ike door meets the butler.'] Homt 
now, what do you want ? 

But. My imster ordered me to lay the cloth here 
for supper. 

Isab, Ruin'd past redemption— [Aside. 

Patch. You mistake, sure. What shall we do \ 

bob. I thought he expected company to-night— 
Ohy poor Charles! oh, unfortunate Isabindal 

But, I thought so too, madam ; but I suppose he 
has alrered his mind. {Lays the clothy and exit. 

Isab. The letter is the cause. This heedless action 
has undone me. Fly and fasten the closet window, 
which will give Charles notice to retire. Ha ! my fa- 
ther! oh, confusion! 

Enter Sir Jea LO us. 

Sir Jeai. Hold, hold, Fatch ; whither are you go«< 
ing ? lil have nobody stir out of the room till after 
supper. 

Patch. Sir, I was going to reach your easy chair— 
oh, wretched accident I 

Sir Jeai. I'll have nobody stir out of the room. I 
don't want my easy chair. 

Jsah. What will be the event of this ? [Aside. 

Sir Jeai. Hark ye, daughter, do you know this 
hand? 

Isah. As I suspcaed Hand do you call it, sir ? 

'tit some schoolboy's scrawl. 

G 
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Patch* Oh| Inyentioti I thou chambenAaid's ^st 
friend, assist ttit ! 

Sir Jeal. Are you sure you ddtl't underslaikd kf 
[F&tchfteh ik kerbHom andtkdkes itreogu, 

Isab. Do you understand it, sir ? 

Sir Jed, I wish I did<. 

Hob. Thank HeaV*n you do Hot. [AsidL'] Then I 
know no more of it than you do^ indeed, sir! 

Patch, Oh Lord, O Lord 1 w]ikt have you done^ 
^\t ? why) tht paper it mini! \ I dropp'd it out of my 
bosom* [Snuuking itfrmn km* 

Sir Jedi. Ha I yours, mistress f 

<* Isab^ What dotfs she mean by owning it i** 

Patch, Yes, sir, it is, 

Sirjeai. What is it ? speak. 
/ Patch, Yes, sir, it is a charm for the tooth-ache— I 
' have worn it these seven years j 'twas given me by an 
angel for aught I know^ wfieu I Was ratring with the 
pain, for nobody knew from Whence he came nor 
whither he went. He charged me never to open ity 
lest some dire vengeartce befall me, and Heaven knows 
what will be the event. Oh, tt-uel miifbrtuAe 1 that 
I should drop it sUid you should op^ it>^If you had 
not open'd it-r- 

^*itab. ExcHlent w<»n€hl'* lJ6ide. 

Sir Jtal, Pox of your charms and whims fbr me t 
if that be all *tis well enough : there, there^ burn it^ 
and I wdrrant you no vengeance will fbllow* 

Patch, Soall's right again thus far* [Aiidel 

ifab, I would not lose Patch for the world — I'll 
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take courage a Httto. [Asidi.} Is thi^ u^ge for your 
<}aiightert sir ? must my virtue and conduct be sus- 
pend for every trifte } You immure me like some 
dire oflfendrr luBFei aiid 4«f)y me all the recreations 
which my sc^c enjoy, and the custom of the country, 
"and modesty," allow; yet not content with that^ 
you make my confinenient more intolerable by your 
mistnists and jealouwes. Would 1 were dead so I 
were free from this. 

Sir Jeal. To-morrow rids you of this tire$ome 
Iq^A : Don Diego Babinetto will be here, and then 
my care ends and his begins. 

Isab. Is he cppe thcA ?-«0h, how shall I avoid this 
hjited marriage! \^Aside» 

Enter servants with supper • 

Sir Jeal, Come, will you sit down ? 

iM* I qwo*t e^^y lift " 

P^f4h» Np, I ijafip swear he has given her supper 
enough. I wish I CQuld get into th/e closet. * \^Asidi. 

Sir Jutl% W«U, if you cani>*t e^t, then give me a 
song whiUt I do. 

/i^. I havii such a cold I can scarce speak, sir, 
|Buch,lef»6ifig» How shall I prevent Charles com- 
ing ill \ {Jside, 

Sir JaU^ I hope you have fhe use of your fingers, 
madam. Play a tune upon ypvr spinnet whilst ypur 
woman sings me a ^oi^g. 

Pmdk. I'm as much out pf tune as my la^y* if he 
knew all. lAsiile* 

Gij ^ 
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hob, I shall make excellent music. . 

[Sits down to pk^^ 

Patch. Really, sir, I am so frighted about your 

opening this charm that I cann't remember one song. 

Sir JeaL Pish 1 hang your charm I come, come, 

sing any thing. 

Patch. Yes, I*m likely to sing truly. [Aside,'] 
Humph, humph ; bless me ! I cann't raise my voice, 
my heart pants so. 

Sir JeaL Why, what, does your heart pant so that 
you cann't play neither ? Pray what key arc you in, 
ha? 

' Patch, Ah, would the key was turn'd'on you once. 

[Aside* 
Sir JeaL Why don't you sing, I say ? 
Patchy Wheri madam has put her. spinnet in tune, 
sir ; humph, humph— 
Isab, I cannot ptay, sir, whatever ails me. [Rising* 
Sir JeaL Zounds 1 sit down and play me a tune, -or 
1*11 break the spinnet about your ears. 
hah. What will become of me \ [Sits down and plays* 
Sir JeaL Come, mistress. [^ Patch. 

Patch. Yes, sir. [Sings^ hut horridly out of tune* 

Sir JeaL Hey, hey ! why, you are a-top of the 
house, and you are down in the cellar. What is the 
meaning of this ? is it on purpose to cross me, ha ? 

Patch. Pray, madam, take it a little lower; I can- 
not rCach that note — nor any note I fear. 

Isab, Well, begin — Oh, Patch, we shall be disco* 
ver'd. 
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P«<igA. I sink widi apprehension, madain.-*"Hiiinphy 
hump)Hi-[Stf^.] [Charles 0pmi tit closet do&r» 

Ck^, Music and singing 1 

'Ttf thus the Mgkt celestial court ah&ve 
Beguiles the hours with music and with love. 

Death I her father there 1 [Tke wowun shrieh.'] then I 
must fly — [£*!/ into the closet,] [Sir Jealous rises up 
hastily seeing Charles slip hack into the closet.'] 

Sir Jedl. Hell and Furies 1 a man in the closet ! — 

Patch, Ah ! a ghost 1 a ghost 1 — He must not en- 
ter the closet-^[Isabinda throufs kerselfdown before tke 
closet door as inn s^oqoh, 

Sirjfeal. The devil! I'll make a ghost pf him I 
warrant you. [Strives to get ky* 

Patch, Oh, hold, sir, have a care; you'll tread upoi^ 
my lady — Who waits there ? bring some water. Oh I 
this comes of your opening the charm- Oh, oh, oh, 
oh 1 [Weeps aloud, 

Sirjeal, V\\ charm you, housewife. Here lies the 
charm that conjur'd this fellow in I'm sure on't. 
Come, out, you. rascal, do so. bounds 1 take her 
from the door or I'll spurn her from it, and break 
your neck down stairs. 

Isob. He's gone \ I heard him leap down. 

[Aside to Patch. 

Patch. Nay then, let him enter — ** Here, here, ma- 
'* dam» smell to this : come, give me your hand ; 
**• come nearer to the window \ the air will do you 
" good." 

Giij 
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Sir Jtal* I wou'd she were in her grave* Where 
are you, sirrah ? Villain I robber of my honour I I'll 
pull you out of your nest. \Goti into the closet. 

Patch, You'll be mistaken, old gentleman; the 
bird is flown. 

Isab, Vm glad I have 'scap'd so well ; I was almost 
dead in earnest with the fright. 

Re-enter Sir Jealous out of the closet. 

Sir Jeal. Whoever the dog were he has escapM out 
of the window, for the sash is up : but tho' he is got 
out of my reach you are not. And first, Mrs. Pan- 
der, with your charms for the tooth-ache, get out of 
my house, go, troop ; yet hold, stay, I'll see you out 
of my doors myself; but I'll secure your charge ere I 
go. 

Jsai, What do you mean, sir? was she not a crea- 
ture of you own providing i 

Sir Jeal, She was of the devil's providing for ought 
I know. 

Patch, What have I done, sir, to merit you dis- 
pleasure } 

Sir Jeal. I don't know which of you have done it, 
but you shall both suffer for it, till I can discover 
whose guilt it is. Go, get in there ; I'll move you 
from this side of the house. [Pushes Isabinda in at the 
door and lochs it, puts the hey in his pocket.^ 1*11 keep the 
key myself; I'll try what ghost will get into that 
room : and now forsooth I'll wait on you down stsurs. 
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Patch. Ah, my poor lady ! Dpwn stairs^ sir I 

but I won't go out, sir, till I have lock'd up toy 
clothes. 

Sir Jtal. If thou wert as naked as thou wert born 
thou shouldst not stay to put on a smock. Come 
along^ I say. When your mistress is marry'd yoti 
shall have your rags and every thing that belongs 
to you; but till then— [Exit pulUng ker out. 

Patch, Oh, barbarous usage for nothing 1 

Re-enter at the lower end* 

Sirjfeal, There, go, and come no more witHiif sfght 
of my habitation these three days I charge you. 

[Slaps the door after her. 
Patch, Did ever any body see such an old monster! 



£»fer Charles. 

Oh, Mr. Charles I your affairs and mine are in an ill 
posture. 

Cha. I am inur'd to the frowns of fortune ; but 
what has befaU'n thee ? 

Patch. Sir Jealous, whose suspicious nature is al- 
ways on the watch, nay, even while one eye sleeps 
the other keeps ccntinel, upon sight of you flew into 
such a violent passion, that I cou'd find no stratagem 
to appease him, but in spite of all arguments he lock'd 
his daughter into his own apartment, and turned me 
out of doors. 
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Cka. Ha! eh, Taabifidail 

PtUck. And swears she shall ■ ace neither sun nor 
moon till she is Don Diego Babinetto*s wife, who ar- 
rived last nighty and is expe^M with impatience. 

Cka, He dies; yes, by all the wrongs of love he 
shalh here will I plant myself, and through my breast 
he shall make his passage if he enters. 

Patch, A most heroic resolution I there nug^t be 
ways found out more to your advantage : policy is 
often preferr'd to open force. 

CAtf. I apprehend you not. 
\/ Patch. What think you of personating^this^pa* 
niardy imposing upon the father, and marrying your 
mistress by his own consent } 

Cha. Say'st thou so, my angel 1 Oh, cou'd that be 
done, my life to come wou'd be too short to recom- 
pense thee : but how can I do that when I neither 
know what ship he came in, nor from what part of 
Spain, who recommends him, or how attended. 

Patch. I can solve all this. He is from Madrid^ 
his father's name Don Pedro Questo Portento Babi- 
netto. Here*s a letter of his to sir Jealous, which he 
dropt one day. You understand Spanish, and the 
hand may be counterfeited. You conceive me» 
sir. 

Cha, My better genius ! thou hast reviv'd ray droop- 
ing soul. I'll about it instantly. Come to my lodg- 
ings, and we'll concert matters. \^Exeunt» 
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SCENE III. 



A Garden-gate open, Scentwell watting within. Enter 

Sir George Airy. 

Sir Geo, So, this is the gate, and most invitingly 
open. If tliere should be a blunderbuss here now^ 
what a dreadful ditty would my fall make for fools^ 
and what a jest for the wits ; how my name would be 
roar'd about the streets ! Well, I'll venture all. 

Scent, Hist, hist ! sir George Airy— ^Enterf* 

Sir Geo. A female voice ! thus far I'm safe — My 
dear. i 

Scent. No, I'm not your dear, but I'll condu6l you 
to her. Give me your hand ; you must go thro' many 
a dark P^^sage^nddirty step before you arrive— 

Sir Ge$, I know I must before I arrive at paradise ; 
therefore be quick, my charming guide. 

Scent* For aught you know. Come, come, your 
hand, and away. 

Sir Geo, Here, here, child ; you cann't be half so 
swift as my desires. [Exeunt^ 



SCENE IF. 



The house. Enter Miranda. 

Miran. Well, let me reason a little with my mad 
self. Now, don't I transgress all rules to venture 
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upon a man without the advice of the grave and wise! 
But then a rigid, knavish guardian who would have 
marry'd me — ^to whom ? even to his nauseous self, or 
nobody. Sir George js what I h^ve try*d in conver- 
sation, inquired into his charadler, and am satisfied in 
both^/Then his love I who would have given a hun* 
dred pounds only to have seen a woman he had not 
infinitely lov'd ) So I find my liking him has fuF« 
nishM me with arguments enough of his side ; and 
now tlie only doubt remains whether he will come or 
no. 

EuUr ScBNTWBLL tffuf Sir Georgk. 

Scent, That's resolv'd, madam, for here's the knight. 

[£xt^ Scentwell. 

Sir Geo, And do T once more behold that lovely 
obje6t whose idea fills my mind, and forms my pleas- 
ing dreams! 

Mir an. What, begiraiihg again in hcggicks!— Sir 
George, don't you rememl)er how little fruit your last 
prodigal oration produc'd ? Not one bare single word 
in answer. 

Sir Geo. Ha! the voice of my incognita! — Why 
did you take ten thousand ways to captivate a heart 
your eyes alone had vanquish'd i 

Miran. " Pr'ythee," no more of these flights; " for 
*^ our time's but short, and we must fall to business.'* 
Do you think we can agree on that same terrible 
l>ugbear matrimony, without heartily rq>eQti^g on 
both sides ^ 
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Sir GfeVi It has Wen my wish since first my longing 
eyes beheld you. 

^< Mirmii And your happy ears drank in the pleas* 
<< ing news I had thiriy thousand pounds. 

<» &> (9ff . Unkind 1 did I not offier yoU, in those 
<< purchas*d minutes, to run the risk of your fortune, 
<< so you wou'd but secure that lovely person to my 
** arms ? 

^* Mitan. Well, if you have such love and tender* 
** nessy since our wooing has beeii short, pt^y re* 
" serve it for our future days, to let the world see 
<< we are lovers after wedlock \ 'twill be a novelty." 

Sir Gto, Haste then, and let us tie the knot, and 
prove the envy'd pali*««— 

kUhAm HoM, ilot so f&st; I have pi*ov!ded betted 
than to venture dn dangerous e^tperiments headlong 
— ^My Guardian^ tru&ting to my dissembled Ibve^ 
has given up my fortune to my own disposal, but 
with this proviso, that he to morrow morning weds 
me. He is now gone to Doctors Commons for a 
licence* 

Sir Geo, Ha 1 a licence 1 

Mirdu* But I have planted emissaries that inialli- 
bly take him down to Epsom^ under a pretence that 
a brother usurer of his is to make him his eaecutor, 
the thing on earth he covets. 

Sir Geo. 'Tis his known charaflei*. 

Miran* Now my instrutnentfc confirm him this man 
is dying, and he sends me word he goes this minute- 
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It must be to* morrow ere he can be undeceiv'd : that 
time is ours. 

Sir Gto. Let us improve it then, and settle on our 
coming years endless, . endless happiness. 

Miran, I dare not sth^ till I hear he's.on the road 

^then I and my writing;s> the most material point, 

are soon remov'd. 

Sir Geo. I have one favour to ask : if it lies in your 
power you wou'd be a frieiMl to poor Charles; tho* 
the .son of this tenacious man, he- is as free from all 
bis vices as nature ai^d a good education can make 
him i and what now I have vanity enough to hope 
will induce you, he is the man,on. earth i love. 

Miran. I never was his enemy, and only put it on 
as it help'd my designs on his father. If his uncle's 
estate ought to be in his possession, which I shrewdly 
suspedl, I may do him a singular pece of service. 

Sir Geo. You are all goodness. 

Enter Scent wsll. 

Scent, Oh, madam 1 my master and Mr. Marplot 
are just coming into the house. 

Miran. Undone, undone I if he finds you here in 
Ais crisis all my plots are unravell'd. 

Sir Geo. What shall I do ? cann't I get back mto 
the garden ? 

Scent. Oh no 1 he comes up those stairs. 

Miran. Here, here, here I can vou condescend to 



stand behind this chimney* boards nr George } 



1 vou 
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Sir Geo, Any where, any where, dear madam 1 
without ceremony. 
Scent. Come, come, sir, lie close-— ;: 

[Tkeypui Aim behind the chimney -board. 

Inter Sir FkANcis and Marplot, ^iV Francis 

peeling an orange. 

Sir Fran, I couM not go, tho' *tis u]>on life and 
death, without taking lea^e of dear chargy. Be* 
-sides, this fellow buzz'd into my ears that thou 
might'st be so desperate as to shoot that wild rake 
which haunts the garden-gate, and that would bring 
us into trouble, dear-— — 

Mtran, So, Marplot brought you back then } 

Mar. TeSf I brought him bach. 

Miran, I'm oblig'd to him for that I*m sure. 

\^Froaming at Marplot aiide» 

Mar, By her looks she means she's not oblig'd to 
me. I have^4onfiL...so]Xie miscluef now, but what I 
cann't imagine. 

Sir Fran, Well, chai^gy^ I have had three, messen- 
gers to come to Epsom to my neighbour Squeezum's, 
wlio, for all his vast riches, is departing. [Sighs, 

Mar, Ay, see what all you usurers must come to. 

Sir Fran, Peace, you young knave I Some forty 
years hence I may think on't— *But, cliargy, I'll be 
with thee to-morrow before those pretty eyes are 
open; I will, I will, chargy, I'll rouse you i' faith— . 
Here, Mrs. Scentwell, lift up your lady's chimney- 

H 
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b<xird, that I may throw tfiy ped in^ 9(kd n6t litter 
her chamber. 

Miran. Oh my stitrsl what Will become of us now } 

Sttm* Oh» pray, sir, give \imti I love it above all 
tilings in nature, indeed I do. 

Sir Fran. No, no, hussy ; you have the green pip 
alteady; 1*11 have lid apdthecatry's bills. 

[Goes Uwards tike ckmiuy, 

Mirtm. Hold» hold» hold, dear gardy I I ha^e a, a, 
a, a, a, laonJuy sliAt up there^ and if yoit dpen it be« 
fore the man*ci»mf a that is to tame it^ *tia 90 wild 
'IWiU break ali> my dhinaor get away, and that Would 
breaM lAy heart ; for I'm fend on't to distra^ion, 
next thee, dear gardyl [h afdturing tbnt> 

Sir FraH. Well, well^ chargy, I won^t open it \ she 
shall have her monkey, poor rogue ) Here, throw 
this peel out of the window. [Emt ScentW^l. 

Man Aiaonkeyl <lear madam, let me see it; I 
oan miild a monkey as well as the best of Hiem all. 
Oh, how I love the liftie miniatures^ of man I 

Miran* Be quiet, mischief! and stand farther from 
the chimney-*— *Yau shall not see my monkey— »why 
siif««««* [SttMitgmikkim^ 

Mati For Heav'n's sake, dear mndam 1 let me but 
peep, to see if it be as pretty as lady Fiddle Fadd1#s» 
Has it got a chain ? 

MiiAn, Not yet, but I design it one shall last its 
IHbtime. Nsif , you shall not see it.-*— ^Loofc, ^ardy» 
how be teases me I 

^> fpon, iCHtiilf hi^mtn him^olti Mf thinOly.} Sir- 



^ntip fmhy kt my chargy '« monkey alone, or bem- 
boe shall fly about yoxif earB. What 1 is there itt> 
4iealin^ >vilfti yoii ? 

JMor. Pugh, pox of the monkey I here's a rout I I 
wish he may rival y^u, * - 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Sir, they have put two more horie^ to the 
coach, as you ordler^d^ and 'tis ready at the door. 

Str From. We)i, 1 a^ going to he executor $ be^«- 
ter for thee, jewel. B'ye, chargy; one busslM*I*m 
^ad thou hast got a monkey to divert thee a little. 

Mir an. Thank*e, deargardyW^ay, Til see you to 
the coach. 

Sir Fran, That* s kind adad. 

Miran, Come along. Impertinence. [To Maq^ot. 

Mar, {Stepping back.'^ -Egpid^ 1 will see the monkey 
now. [Lifts up the board^. jntd discovers Sir Gediige*] 
O Lord I QLordi Tlueveil thieTesl murder! i^ 

Sir Geo, Damn ye, you unlucky dog I 'tis J, Which 
.way ^hall I get out ? Shew me inMAtly, pr Til cut 
yourtbno»t* ,:•. 

Mar, Undone, undone I At that dpor there. <^ Rut 
** \^M9 y^Mi breal$:(ltotchi;iit, aod^'^-^ril bring you 
Dff. [Heruns of at thteamtrf and ikramf 'damn sem ikin^ 

• 

Sir Fran. Mercy tm me 1 what's the natter i 
Miran, O,- you toadl what have you done } 
Mar. No great harm | I beg of you to forgive me^ 

Hij 
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Longing to seethe monkey, I did but just raise up the 
board, and it flew over my shoulders, scratched all 
my face, broke yon' china, and whisked out of the 
window. 

Sir Fran. Where, where is ity sirrah f 

Mar. There, there^ sir Francis^ ypon your neighbor 
ParmazaiCs pantiles. 

Sir Fran. Was ever such an unlucky rogue ! Sir- 
rah, I forbid you my house. Call the servants to get 
the monkey again. - Fug, Pug, Pug I I wou*d stay 
myself to look it, -but that you know my earnest ba^ 
siness. 

Scent. Oh, my kdy will be best, to lure it back: 
all them creatures love ray lady extremely. 

Miran. Go, go, dear gardyt Ihbjpe I shall re-^ 
cover it. .' 

Sir Fran, B'ye, b'ye^ deareel Ah, Mischief! how 
you look now I B'yie, Vye. > [Exit. 

Mran. Scentwell, see him^iathecoaih, and brin^ 
me word. 

Scent. Yes, madam/ ' [Exii, 

Miran. So, sir, you have done your friend a signad 
pfiede of service, I'sxeppii^. "> 

« Mar. Why, look you> madam, if I have committed 
^ fault, thank yourself; no man is more serviceable 
When I am let into a secret, and none more unlucky 
at finding it* out. Who' cou'd divine your meaning ; 
when you talk VI of a blunderbuss, who thought of a 
rendezvous ^ and when you talk'd of a monkey, who 
the devil dreamt of sir George ? 
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ilUram* A ^^ign you converse but little with our aex, 
when you cannot isecpncile contradictions. 

Scntt. He's gone, »adam, as fast as the coach an<l 
six can carry him * 

Enter Sir G^ofiG^, 

SirGto, Then I may appear. 

Mar, Htrg's P^g^ tu^am-^DesLT sir George ! make 
my peace. Ob ny soul I nwer ieokyoufor a monkty 
htfart* 

Sir Geo. I dare sware thou didst not. Madam, I 
keg you to forgive him. 

Mir0tf, WeU» sir George, if he can be secret. 

Afsr. 'Odshearty madam I I'm as secret as a priest, 
>irhen trusted. 

Sir Geo, Why, 'tis with a priest our business is at 
present. 

Scent, Madam, here's Mrs* Isabinda's woman to 
wait on you* 
Miran, Bring her up« 

ftl<r Patch. 

How do ye, Mrs. Patch ? What news from your lady } 
Patch, That's for your private ear, madam. Sir 

George, there's a friend of your's has an urgent oc^ 

casion for your assistance. 
Sir Geo. His naipc* 
Pmi/ch. Charles. 

Hiij 
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Mar. Ha I then there's something a-foct that I 
know nothing of. I'll wait on you, sir George. 

Sir Geo. A third person may not be proper, per* 
haps. As soon as I have dispatched my own affairs I 
am at his service* V\\ send my servant to tell him 
1*11 wait on him in half an hour. 

Mir an. How came you employM in this message, 
Mrs. Patch ? 

Patch. Want of business, madam; I am discharg'd 
by my master, but hope to serve my lady still. 

Mir an. How! discharged! you must tell me the 
whole story within. 

Patch. With all my heart, madam. 

Mar. Tell it herey Mrs. Patch. Pish, Pox ! I wish 
I were fairly out of the house. I find marriage is the 
end of this secret ; and now I am half mad to know 
what Charles wants him for. [Aside. 

Sir Geo. Madam, I'm doubly press'd by love and 
friendship. This exigence admits of no delay. ShaU 
we make Marplot of the party ? 

Miran, If you'll run the hazard, sir George; I be- 
lieve he means well. 

Mar. Nay, nay, for my part I desire to be let into 
nothing ; I'll be gone, therefore pray don't mistrust 
me. [Gcing* 

Sir Geo. So, now he has a mind to be gone to 
Charles : << but not knowing what affairs he may 
** have upon his hands at present" — I'm resolv'd he 
sha'n't stir. No, Mr. Marplot, you must not leave 
us ; we want a third person. [Tahts hold of him. 
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Mar* I never had more mind to be gone in my life. 
Miran. Come along then ; if we fail in the voyage, 

thank yourself for taking this ill-starred gentleman 

on board. 

Sir Geo. That wssel ne^ir can unsuccessful prove^ 
Whose freight is beauty y and whose pilofs lave* 

[Exit Sir George and Miranda* 
Mar. Tyty ti, tyty ti, {^Steals off" the other way» 

Re-enter Sir GeovlGE, 

Sir Geo. Marplot! Marplot I 

Mar. entering.] Here! I was comings Sir George* 
Lordy canrCtyou let one tie up on^s garter. \Lxtvnt* 



ACTV. SCENE 1. 



£r/^MiRANDA> PatCH) AffiSCENTWELL. 

Miranda, 
Well, Patch, I have done a strange bold thing; 
my fate is determined, and expectation is no more* 
Now to avoid the impertinence and roguery of ain old 
man, I have thrown myself* into the extravagance of 
a young one ; if he should despise, slight, or use me 
ill, there's no remedy from a husband but the grave, 
and that's a terrible san£luary to one of my age and 
constitution. 
Patch, O I fear not, madam i you'll find your ac- 
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Qputit m ^ir George Airy s it as impossiUea .aiao of 
^n^e .^h9.M)d iis^ a woni^n ill endued wkh beauty, 
vf^tp ^nd ibrtunc. It .must foe tbe .lady's fauU if she 
does not wear the unfashionable name ofwife^easy, 
when nothing but complaisance and good hiunour is 
requisite on' either side to make them happy. 

Miran, I long till I ,am out of this house, lest any 
accident should bring , my guardian back. Scentraell, 
put my best jewels jnto the little casket, slip them 
into thy pocket, and -let vs march off to sir Jealous's. 

Scent. It shall be dope, madam* [,^xit §cent. 

Pa(ck. Sir George will be impatient^ madam. If 
their plot succeeds we shall be well rcceiy'd; if not, 
he will be able to protect us. Besides, I long to 
know 4k>w -my young lady fares. 

Miran. Farewell old Mammon, and thy detested 
walls I 'Twill be no moi:e swe^t sir Francis I I shall 
be compelled the odious task of dissembling no longer 
to get my own, and coax him with the wheedling 
names of my precious, my dear, dear gardyl O 
Heav'ns t 

EnUr Sir Francis behind^ 

Sir Fran. Ah, my sw«et chargy ! don't be frighted x 
J[SAe starts'] but tliy poor Gardy Jtias bjsen 9tbus*il^ 
cheated, foQl*d, hetjray'd ; but 4iDli^pdy .know3 by 
whom. 

Miran. Undone, past redemption I [Aside. 

Sir Fran. What I won't you speak 'tp mc, 
Chargy ? 
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Miran. I am so sitrpriz'd with joy to see you I 
know not what to say. 

Sir Fran, Poor dear girl! But do you know that 
my son, or some such rogue, to rob or murder me, 
or both, contrived this journey ? for upon the road I 
met my neighbour Squeezum well, and coming to 
Town. 

Miran. Good lack I good lack 1 what tricks are 
there in this world V 

Enter Scbntwell tuitk a diamond necklace in her hand, 
n0t seeing Sir F&ANCis. 

Scent, Madam, be pleas'd to tie this necklace on, 
for I cann't get into the — [Seeing sir Fran* 

Miran. The wench is a fool I think 1 cou'd you not 
have carried it to be mended without putting it in the 
box? 

Sir Fran. What's the matter? 

Miran. Only, dearee I I bid her, I bid her—Your 
ill-usage has put every thing out of my head. But 
won't you go, Gardy, and find out these felloiws, and 
have them punished ? and, and — 

Sir Fran, Where should I look for them, child ? 
no, I'll sit me down contented with my safety, nor 
stir out of my own doors till I go with thee to a 
parson. 

Miran, aside,"] If he goes into his closet I am ruin*d. 
Oh bless me I in this fright I had forgot Mrs. Patch. 

PaUh. Ay, madam, and I stay for your speedy 
answer. 
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Longing to seethe monkey, I did but just raise up the 
board, and it flew over my shoulders, scratch'd ail 
my face, brolce yon* china, and whislced out of the 
window. 

Sir Fran. fVkere, where it sV, sirrakf 

Mar. Tkere^ there^ sir Francis, upon your neighbour 
Parmazan^s pantiles. 

Sir Fran. Was ever such an unlucicy rogue 1 Sir- 
rah, I forbid you my house. Call the servants to get 
the monkey again. • Fugt Pug^ Pug I I wou*d stay 
myself to look it, -but that you know my earnest bo^ 
siness. 

Scent. Oh, my lady will be best to lure it back v 
all them creatures love ray lady extremely. 

Miran. Go, go, dear gardyl 1 hojpe I shall re-^ 
cover it. 

Sir Fran. B'ye, b'ye^ dearee I Ah, Mischief! how 
you look now I B'ye, Vye. . [^J»*^* 

Miran. Scentwell, iee himiathecoa^b, and bring 
me word. 

Scent. Yes, madam.* ' [fxtif. 

Miran. So, sir, you have done your friend a signal 
piece of service, Itxtpposc. >■• 
> Mar, Why, look you^ madam^ if I have committed 
^ fault, thank yourself; no man is more serviceable 
when I am let into a secret, and none more unlucky 
at finding it out. Who* cou'd divine your meaning ; 
when you talk*d of a blunderbuss, who thought of a 
rendezvous r and when yoii talk'd of a monkey, who 
the devil dreamt of sir George i 
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Miran* A :^igii you converse but little with our «exy 
when you cannot reconcile contradi6tioQ8. 

fican. He^s gone, naadam, as fast as the coacli and 
six can carry him > 

£n/fr Sir George. 

SirQta. Then I may appear. 

Mar, Ihr^s P^gf iRd'<m«^Dear %\r George ! make 
my peace. On aiy spui I nwer Uokyoufor a monkey 
hefort. 

Sir Geo, I dare sware thou didst not. Madam, I 
beg you to forgive him. 

Mirtfn* Well» sir George, if he can be secret. 

M^r, 'Odshearty madam I I*m as secret as a priest, 
wh<rn trusted. 

^if Gio, Why, 'tis with a priest our business is at 
present. 

Scent. Madam, here's Mrs. Isabinda's woman to 
wait on you* 
AUran, Bring her up« 

httr Patch. 

How do ye, Mrs. Patch ? What news from your lady } 
Patch* That's for your private ear, madam. Sir 

George, there's a friend of your*s has an urgent oc^ 

casion for your assistance* 
Sir Geo, His naiyie. 
Patch. Charles. 

Hiij 
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Sir Geo. To see an affair of marriage consummated 
between a daughter of your's and signior Diego Ba- 
binetto his son here. True, sir, such a trust is re- 
pos'd in me, as that letter will inform you.- I hope 
*twill pass upon him. [Aside.'\ [Gives him a Utter, 

Sir Jeal. Ay, *tis his hand. \^Seems to read. 

Sir Geo. Good, you have counterfeited to a nicety, 
Charles. [Aside to Ch2ir\es, 

Cha, If the whole plot succeeds as well I'm happy. 

Sir JeaL Sir, I find by this that you are a man of 
honour and probity ; I think, sir, he calls you Mean- 
well. 

Sir Geo, Meanwell is my name, sir. 

Sir Jeal. A very good dame, and very significant. 

Cha. Yes, faith, if he knew all. [Aside. 

Sir Jeal. For to mean well is to be honest, and to 
be:honest is the virtue of a friend, and a friend is the 
delight and support of human society. 

^ir Geo. You shall find that 1*11 discharge the part 
of a friend in what I have undertaken, sir Jealous. 

Cha/ But little does he think to whom. [Aside. 

Sir Geo. Therefore, sir, I must entreat the presence 
of your fair daughter, and the assistance of your 
chaplain ; for signior Doij Pedro striftly enjoined me 
to see the marriage rites performed as soon as we 
should arrive, to avoid the accidental overtures of 
Venus. 

Sir Jeal. Overtures of Venus ! 

Sir Geo. Ay, sir ; that is, those little hawking fe- 
males that traverse the Park and the playhouse to put 
off their damaged ware— they fasten upon foreigners 
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like leechesy and watch thek arrival as carefully aa 
the Kentish men do a shipwreck : I warrant .you they 
have heard of him already. 

Sir Jeal, Nay, I know this Town swartns with 
them. 

Sir Gee, Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are 
naturally amorous, but very constant ; the first face 
fixes 'em ; and it may be very dangerous to let him 
ramble ere he is tied* 

CAa. Well hinted. 

SirJcaL Pat to my purpose — Well, sir, there is 
but one thing more, and they shall be married in* 
stantly. 

Cha, Pray Heaven t;hat one thing more don't spoil 

all. [Mi^» 

Sir Jeal. Don Pedro writ me word, in his last but 
one, that he designed the sum of five thousand crowns 
by way of jointure for my daughter, and that it should 
be paid into my hand upon the day of marriage— 

CAa, Oh, the devil J [Aside. 

Sir JeaL In order to lodge it in some of our funds 
in case she should become a widow, and return for 
England— 

Sir Geo^ Pox on't I this is an unlucky turn# What 
shall I say ? [Aside. 

Sir JeaL And he does not mention one word of it 
in this letter. 

Cha, I don't know how he should. [Aside. 

Sir Geo. Humph! True, sir Jealous, he told me 
such a thing, but, but, but, but-— he, he, he, he^— he 

I 
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dad not imaqghie that yov would' insist upon the very 
day I for, for, for, for moneyi yoti know, is danger- 
ous returning by sea, an, an, an^ an — 

CMa* Zounds I say we have brought it in commo- 
dities. [Aside to sir Geo. 

Sir Geo. And so, sir, he has sent it in merdfandize, 
tobacco, sugars, spices, lemons, and so forth, which 
shall be turned into money with all expedition : in 
the mean time, sir, if you please to accept of my bond 
for performance— 

SirJ^al, It is enough, sir; I am so pleas'd with 
the countenance of sigmor DSego, and the harmony 
of your name, that I'll take your word, and will- 
fetdi my daughter this moment* Within there, lEnier 
Seroant.'} Desire Mr. Tackum, my neighbour's chap*' 
lain, to walk hither. 

S^rv. Yes^ sir. [Exit. 

Sirjfeal. Gentlemen, rilreturn in an infant. [Exit. 

Cka. Wondrous well I let me embrace thee. 

Sir Geo, Egad, that five thousand Crowns had like 
tohave mined the plot. 

Cka* But that's over ; and if Fortune throws no 
more rubs in our way— - 

Sit Geo. ThottUt carry the pri^ e ■ But histl here 
be comes. 

Enter Sir Jealous dragging in Isabimda* 

Sir JttU, Come along, yoii stubborn baggage youl 
come along. 

l&tdf. Oh ! hear me^ sir, hear me but speak one word \ 

a 



A3V. T»E BVfiy BO0T. 99 

Do not destroy my everl^ing peace ; 

My $oul abhors this Spaoiai-d you have 4;ho$ey 

<< Nor can I wed him without being curst.'* 

Sivrjcal. How's that 1 

Isab. Let this posture move your tender nataure*. 

fox ever will I hang i^n. these Juiees, 
Nor loose my hand^ till you cut off my boiMy 
If you refuse to hear me, ^ir. 
Cha, OhI that I cqu*d discover n^self toberl 

Sir Ceo. Have a care whfit jyou 4o : yfHi Iv^d bet* 
iter trust to his.obstlpapy. [4^*4^ 

Sir Jeal. Pid you ever see such ajPtc^nK^rfiS^U^t}^ 
Off, I pfty. Mr.^^cianwcUipray he\p m^e ^Jittjc.. 

Sir Geo. Ri?c^ n;i»dWj, an^ :49rf«|t *#oWyie? 3«¥W 
father, who b^ j)royif|ed,a bufiibaad )v^tby-of yf9W> 
.one .that will love j^puj^Ufd wi^ his soul, .and ^ne 
.that you will ^py e, v^i .ft»^ce yjoxf. Iq^^y . Wm* 

Aa^. Oh ! never, never ! 
.CouJld .1 SMspefttbat lal^ood^n ^y^^eart, . 
J .W;q^^ fto nuMiufnt ite^r it ^qm 9iy broftst, 
And JStjTfi^ht pr^jx^t l^^n wi^ ,^ .-tq^oh'i^s parf. 

"Otf. Qbi ray clwu»»n& fiiit]^ W^flpr4'' {^^. 

Sir Jiid* Falsfihoqdl ivhy* f^ 4be dajwil we you 
iiijoy«,wiiA^ DonH pmypke jme» jorbyiSl. ^ai^ I 
.AaU beat ^«M»)hQii8ewi&;. 

CAo. A}eave(i4bi)fc|id I rfor I jthall iofaUiM^ (too^cr 
iny.sietf if lie .should. 

Sirfkci* li^v9^^tm^3 madamidndlool^atbim: 

» •* 
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why will ye prepossess yourself against a man that 
is master of all the charms you would desire 2n a 
husband. 

Sir Jtal. Ay, look at him, Isabinda. Senhor pasC 
vind adelante. 

Cha, " My heart bleeds to see her grieve whom I 
** imagined would with joy receive me." Senhora 
obligue me vuestra therced de sa mano. 

Sir Jttd, pulling up her head."] Hold up your head, 
hold up your head, hussy, and look at him. Is there 
a properer, handsomer, better shaped, fellow in Eng** 
land, ye jade you \ Ha I - see, see' the obstinate bag- 
gage shuts her eyes ; by St. lago I have a good mind 
to beat 'em out. [^Pushes her down* 

Isab. Do then, sir, kill me, kill me instantly ; 
'Tis much the kinder a^on of the two. 
For 'twill be worse than death to wed him. 

Sir Geo, Sir Jealous, you are too passionate. Give 
roe leav*, 1*11 try by gentle words to work her to your 
purpose. 

Sir Jeal. I pray do, Mri Meariwell, I pray do ; 
she'll break my heart. \l¥eep5,'\ There is in that jewels 
of the value of three thousand pounds, which were 
her mother's, and a paper wherein I have settled one 
half of my estate upon her now, and the whole when 
I die, but provided she marries this gentleman, else 
by St. lago I'll turn her out of doOrsto beg or starve. 
Tell her this, Mr. Meanwell, pray do. [Walks off. 

Sir Geo. Ha I this is beyond expe^tion— Trust to 
mt, siri I'll lay the dangerous consequence of dis* 



obd)^g you a,t this juojSUjrc Ixiefore her I .warrant 
yovi. 

" CkCL. A sudden joy nip* throv^,my heart like ja 
<< .prog>itious omen.'* [>^l^* 

Sir:Geo. Come» madam, do not blindly cast yiour 
life away just in .the moment you would wi^h to save it. 

Jsa&, Pray cease your trouble, sir ; I have no wi^ 
but sudden death to free me J^rom this hated Spa- 
niard. If you are his friend^ inform him, what I say; 
my heart is given to another youth, whom I Jove with 
the same strength of passion that I hate this Di^o, 
with whom, if I am forced to we^j my own hand shall 
cut the Gordian knot. 

Sir Geo, Suppose this Spaniard^ which you strive 
to shun, should be the very man to whojm you*d fly ? 

Isa6. Ha! 

Sir Geo. Would you not blame your rash resolve^ 
and curse your eyes that would not look on Charles } 

Isab. On Charles ! " Oh ! you have inspired new 
** life, and collefled every wandering sejase.*' Where 
is he ? oh I let me fly into his arms. [Rises. 

Sir Geo, Hold, hold, hold. 'Sdeath I madam, you'll 
ruin all. Your father believes him to be signior Ba- 
binetto. Compose yourself a little, pray madam. 

[He runs to sir Jealous. 

Cha. Her eyes declare she knows me. [Aside* 

Sir Geo. She begins to hear reason, sir; the fear of 
being turned out of doors has done it. 

[Runs back to I^abi^ikda. 

Isab, 'Tis he I Oh my ravish'd soul I 

iHj 
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Sir Ged. Take heed, madam, you don't betray 
yourself. Seem with reluctance to consent, or you 
are undone. [Runs to itr Jealous.] Speak gently to 
her, sir; I'm sure she'll yield $ 1 see it in her face. 

Sir JtaL Well, Isabinda, can you refuse to bless a 
father whose only care is to make you happy, as Mr. 
Meanwell has informed you \ Come, wipe thy eyes \ 
nay, pr'ythee do, or thou wilt break thy father's heart. 
See, thou bring'st the tears in mine, to think of thy 
undutiful carriage to me. \Weepi. 

luih. Oh, do not weep, sir 1 your tears are like a 
poignard to my soul. Do with me what you please j 
I am all obedience. 

Sir Jtal. Hal then thou art my child again. 

Sir Geo. 'Tis done, and now, friend, the day's thy 
own. 

Char. The happiest of my life, if nothing inter- 
vene. 

Sir Jcal. And wilt thou love him } 

Isab. I will endeavour it, sir. 

Enter Servant* 

Serv. Sir, here is Mr. Tackum. 

SirJeaL Shew him into the parlour. — Senhor tome 
vind sueipora ; cette momento les junta les manos. 

[Gives her to Charles. 

Cha. ^^ Oh transport I "—Senhor, yolarecibo como 
se deye un tesoro tan grande. *< Ohl my joy, my 
« life, my soul 1 '• [EwJnace. 

<< hab. My faithful, everlasting colnfort I'' 



A3 V. THB BUST BODY. IO3 

5i> JtaL Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the parson, 

Who^ hy Ais art-, will join this pair for life^ 
Make me the happiest father y her the happiest wife. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE JL 



Changes to the street hef ore Sir J EALOV&*s doer. Enter 

MaKv LOT soius. 

Mar, I have hunted all over the Town for Charles, 
but canu*t find him, and by Whisper's scouting at the 
end of the street, I suspect he must be in the house 
again. I am informed too that he has borrowed a 
Spanish habit out of the playhouse : what can it mean } 

Enter a Servant of Sir Jealou8*s to him out of the 

[house, 

Hark'e^ sir> do you belong to this house } 

&erv. Yes, sir. 

Mar. IsnU^our name Richard? 

Serv. No^ sir, Thomas. 

Mar. Ohi ay^ Thomas^Welt^ Thomas, there*s a shil- 
ling for you. 

Serv. Thanh youy sir. 

Mar. Pray^ Thomas^ can you tell if there be a gen- 
tleman in it in a Spanish habit } 

Serv, There's a Spanish gentleman within that is 
just a-going to marry my young lady, sir. 
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iiar, A re ,you ^ure ^ is a Sp^msh ,geiitk^X)an i 

Serv, I'm sure he speaks no English that I hear of. 

Mar, Then that cann't be him I* want, for 'tis an 
English genrtleman that I inquire after ; he may be 
dressed like a Spaniard for ought I know. 

Serv, Ha 1 who knows but this may be an impos- 
tor ? I'll inform my master, for if he should be im- 
pos'd upon, he*ll beat us all round. \^AsideS\ Pray 
come in, sir, and see if this be the person you in- 
quire for. 

Mar. yfy, VUfoHmyoyL—NQwfor it. [Exeunt. 



SCEN^ m. 



"I*"*^»^**»«i" 



Changes to the inside of the house. Enter M|i RjPt.pT anj' 

Servant. 

Scrv. Siff please to stay kar, i*U send n^jnmster toysm, 

[Exit. 
Mar. So, tl)is was a good CQHt^vanoe. If .this be 
Charles now, -he will wonder how I fouwi tim QUt- 

Enter Servant and Sir Jea lous. 

Sir Jeai. What is your £arae^t busiiiess, block- 
head ! that you must speak with me before the cere- 
mony's past? Ha? who's this? 

Serv. Why this gentleman, sir, wants j^oj^tber. gen- 
tleman in a Spanish habit, jbe says. 

Sir Jeal. In a Spanish habit I 'tis some friea4 of 
signior Don Diego's, I warrant. Sir, your servant. 
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Mar. Your servant^ sir. 

Sir Jeal. I suppose you would speak with signior 
Babinetto» 

Mar, Sir! 

Sfr Jedi, I Say, I suppose you would speak with 
iignior Babinetto. 

Mar, Hey day I what the devil do6s he say now ? — 
Sir, I don't understand you. 

Sir Jeat Don't you understand Spanish, sir ? 

Mar, Not I indeed, sir. 

Sir jfeal, I thpught you had known signior Ba- 
binetto. 

Mar, Not I, upon my word, sir. 

Sir Jeal, What then, you*d speak with Tiis friend, 
the English ix^rchant, Mr. Meanwell \ 

Mar. Neither, sir, not I; / dorCt mean any suck 
thing. 

Sir JeaL Why, who are you then, sir f and what 
do you. want ? [In an angry tone. 

Mar, Nay, nothing at all, not I, sir. Pox oh him i 
I wish I were out; he begins to exalt his voice; I 
shall be beaten again. 

Sir JeaL Nothing at all, sir I Why then, what bu . 
siness have you in my house ? hal 

Serv, You said you wanted a gentleman in a Spa- 
nish habit. 

Mar, Why, ay, but his name is neither Babinetto 
nor Meanwell. 

Sir Jeal, What is his name then, sirrah ? Ha! now 
1 look at you again, I beHev« you are the rogue that 
threatened me with half-a-doaen myrmidons 
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Mar. lW<f, sir/ I never saw your Jace inallfiKy lifo be* 
/ore. 

Sir Jeal, Speak, sir, who is it you look far \ Off 
or — 

Mar, A terrible old dog 1— Why, sir, only an ho- 
nest young fellowof my acquaintance^— I thought that 
here might be a ball, and that he might have been 
here in a masquerade. 'Tis Charles, sir Francis 
Gripe's son, because I knew he us*<l to come hither 
sometimes. 

Sir Jeal, Did he so ?—— -not that I know -of, I'm 
sure. Pray Heav*n that this be Don Diego—: — If I 
should be trick'd now— -IJa I my heaiit jausgives me 
plaguily— -Within there!, stop the ^marriage-?— 
Run, sirrah, call all my «ffrvants! I'll be s^tisiied 
,that this i^ signjor IJedro's^pn ere he has j»iy daugh- 
ter. 

^ofT, Hal sir Geor^I ;what have I done i^ow? 

Enter Sir George vitA a dratm sword between Ike scenes* 

Sir Geo. Ha! .Marplpt hereprolv ■^^^'J^'^?*/ <^^ 

—What's the matter, sir Jealou?? ; - 

Sir Jeal. Ifey^ I don't know 4;jie matter, Mr. Mcjin- 
well. 

tlax, iUpoo jMy ,soul, sir Gcoyrge ■■ i ; .^ ;■■ < 

\Going up to sjitr <^OCSff . 
. . Sir Jeal, Nay .then, I'm betray'd, Ai>of'd» u^4<»ne. 
Thieves, traitors, rogues 1 [Offers togom.^ Stop (hie 
onaniage, I say-r-r— 

Sir Ceo, I say go, pn, Mr. Tacjkum.---Nayj #w^ ca- 
tering Jieire; ,1 gua.r4^thi|S. passage, oh} gcQil^msn : 
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the ^Bt aiid deed' were both yoxsr own, arid Pit see 
'em^sign'di or die fbft: 

Enter Servant. 

Sir Jeal. A pox oa the a^ and deedl— ^^airon,/ 
knock him down. 

Sir Geo. Ay, comeoa, scoundrels I I'll prick your 
jackets for you. 

Sir Jeal, Zouuds I sirrah, 1*11 be revenged on ymi* 

[Beats Maq>lot. 

Sir Geo. Ay, there your yengrance is due. Ua, ha I 

Mar, Why, what do you beat me for ? I ha^nH' 
marry'd your daughter. 

Sir Jeal. Rascalrs ! why don't you knock him down ? 

Serv. We are afrud of his sword, sir; if you'll take 
that from him weMl knock him down presently. 

Enter Charles and Isabinda. 

Sir Jeal. Seize her then. 

Cka. Rascals 1 retire; she's my wife; touch her if 
you dare; I'll make dog*s meat of you. 
Mar. yfy, 77/ make dog^s meat ofyou^ rascal. 
Sir Jeal. Ah I downright English — Oh, oh, oh, oh I 

EmUr Sir Francis Grips, Miranda, Patch, 
ScENTWELL, and Whisper, 

Sir Fran. Into the house of jay we enter without 

knocking Ha I 1 think 'tis the house of sorrow, 

Sir Jealous. 

Sir Jeal. Oh, sir Francis, are you come } What ! 
was this your contrivance, to abuse, trick, and chouse 
me out of my child. 
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Sir Fran, My contrivance 1 what Ao you mean ? 

Sir Jtal. Noy you don*t know your son there in a 
Spanish habit I 

Sir Fran* How I my son in sf Spanish habit 1 Sirrah, 
you'll come to be hang*d. Get out of sight, ye dog I 
get out of my sight. 

Sir JeaL Get out of your sight, sir ! get out with 
your bags. Let*s see what you'll give him now to. 
maintain my daughter on. 

Sir Fran, Give him I he shall never be the better 
for a penny of mine — and you might have lookM after 
your daughter better, sir Jealous, Tricked quotha t 
Egad 1 think you designed to trick me : but look ye» 
gentlemen, I believe I shall trick you both. This 
lady is my wife do you see, and my estate shall descend 
only to the heirs of her body. 

Sir deo. Lawfully begotten by me— I shall be ex- 
tremely obliged to you, sir Francis. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha, ha ! poor sir George ! you 
see your projeft was of no use : does not your hun- 
dred pound stick in your stomach ! ha, ha, hal 

Sir Geo. No faith, sir Francis, this lady has given 
me a cordial for that. [Takes her by the hand. 

Sir Fran, Hold, sir, you have nothing to say to this 
lady. 

Sir Geo, Nor you nothing to do with my wife, sir. 

Sir Fran, Wife, sir ! 

Miran, Ay, really, guardian, 'tis even so» I hope 
you'll forgive my first offence. 

Sir Fran. What, have you choiis'd me out of my 
consent and your writings theti, mistress, ha ? 
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yUratu Ootof nothing but my own, Oiiardian. 

Sir Jeal. Ha, ha, ha 1 'tis some comfort at least tm 
see you an over- reached as well as myseif. Will you 
settle your estate upon your son now t 

Sir Fran, He shall starve first. 

Mhran, That I have taken care to prevent. TberTy 
sitf^ ase the writings of your tincle*^ estate, which 
haive Imen your due these three years. 

[Gms ChzxXes. pmpiru 

Cha. I shall study to deserve this fiivour. 

Mar. NoWf koto the dtuil eauld she. get those writings 
and 1 know nothing of it. 

Sir Fran* What, harvc you robb'd me too, mistress I 
egad V\\ make you restore 'eni->-hu8sy, I will so» 

Sir Jmd. Take care I don't make you pay the ar- 
rearsy sir. 'Tis well 'tis no worse since 'tis no better. 
Gome^ young man, seeing thou bast outwitted me^ 
take her, and bless you both I 

da» I hope, sir, you'll bestow your blessing too ; 
'tis all I ask. [Kne^. 

Mac. Dof Gardyy do. 
■ Sir Fran, Confound you all I [^Mir. 

Mar, Mercy upon us, how he looks 1 

Sir Geo, Ha, ha, ha ! ne'er mtnd his curses, Charles ; 
thou'lt thrive not one jot the worse for 'em. Since 
l)us gentleman is reconciVd we are all made happy. 

Sir Jeal, I always lov'd precaution, and took care 
to avcdd dangers ; but when a thing was past, I ever 
had phik>sophy to be easy. 

Cha, Which is the true sign of a great soul. I 

K 
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lov*<i your daughter, and slie me, and you shall have 
no reason to repent her choice. 

luib. You will not blame me, sir, for loving my 
own country best. 

Mar. So here's every body happy I find but poor 
Pilgarlick. I wonder what satisfaction I shall have 
for being cufF*d, kick'd, and beaten in your service I 

Sir^JeaL I have been a little too fiimiliar with you 
as things are fallen out ; but since there's no help 
for't, you must forgive me. 

Mar, Egad I think so — but provided that you be 
n6t so familiar for the future. 

Sir Geo. Thou hast been an unlucky rogue. 

Mar. But very honest. 

CAa. That Pll vouch for, and freely forjgive thee. 

Sir Qeo, And Til do you onepicce of service more^. 
Marplot ; I'll takp care that sir Francis make you 
master of ypur estate. 

Mar. That will make me as happy as any of you. 

PatcA. Your humble servant begs leave to remind 
you, madam. 

Isa& Sir, I hope you'll give me leave to take Patch 
into favour again. 

• Sir JeaL Nay, let your husband look to that \ I 
have don^ with my care, 

Cha, Her own liberty shall always oblige me. 
«» Here's nobody but honest Whisper and Mrs. Scents 
<• well to be provided for now, U shall be left tcy 
'* their choice to marry or keep their services. 

•♦ Whisf. Nay thpn, I'll stick to my master. 
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** Scent, Coxcomb I and I prefer my lady before a 
•< footman. 

*^SirJeai. Hark, I hear the music; the fiddlers 
•< smell a wedding. What say you, young fellows, 
« will you have a dance ^ 

« Sir Geo. With all my heart j call 'em in." 
, \^A dance »"] 

Sir Jeal. Now let us in and refresh ourselves with 
a cheerful glass, in which we*ll bury all animosities : 
and 

By my example let all parents move^ 

And never strive to cross their cAildrens* love. 

But still submit that care to Providence above, 

[Exeunt omnes* 



EPILOGUE. 



In me you see one Busy Body more^ 
Tht^ycu may have enough of one before. 
With Epilogues, the Busy Body*s way^ 
We strive to help but sometimes mar a play. 
At this mad sessions, half condemn' d kre try*d. 
Some in three days have been turned off and dyd: 
In spite of parties f their attempts are vain. 
For lihefabe prophets they ne*er rise again; 
Too late when cast your favour one beseeches^ 
And Epilogues prove execution speeches, 
Tet sure I spy no Busy Bodies here, 
And one may pass since they do ev*ry where* 
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Sour criticks tinuy and breathy and censures wofkf 

MdbaikymirpUasatsesUr^meyimr^teuUi . 

Out busy Dom Ul-tiwCd high ttnets. preadu^ 

Another yearly shews himelfin spneobes ; 

Some sniveling at would have a pita for sfkty 

*ro starve those warriors zoka sb^ bravely Jig/U^ 

Still of A foe upon kit AtHis qfrdidf 

Whose meU^bang^d tro0pt toamt Tnon^r Aeari^ and bread ; 

Old beaux f who none^ not ^en themselves^ can please^ 

Are busy still for nothing — but to tease \ 

Theyoungy so busy to engage a hearty 

The mischief done are busy most to part; 

Ungrateful wretches ! who still cross one*s willf 

When they more kindly might be busy still: 

One to a husband who ne*e/dream'd of horns 

Shews how dear spouse with friend his brows adorns} 

fpi* ojicious tell-tale foot ( he should repent it) 

Parts three kind souls that liv'd at peace contented: 

Some with law quirJts set houses by thenars i 

With physich one what he would heal impairs ; 

like that dark mofd-^upfry^ that ndgWring cATSty 

Who to remove love's pains bestow a worn* 

Since then this meddling tribe infest the age. 

Bear one a while exposed upon the stage i 

Lei none but Busy Bodies vent their spite, 

And with good- humour pleasure crown, the night* 

' ■ ■ ■'■■ " '■ ■ * ..III*'-!!' I ii n aii ■ ■ Hn w i ' iiiiijc5£ta£S8aa» 

THt END, 
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WILLIAM JVYCHERLY. 



This Comic Poet, was born about the year 
i640.— -Like several of the Muse's ornaments, 
he was intended for the profession of the law— > 
but the gay and seducing amusements of the 
town allured him from the severities of that study, 
and finding the produftion of Comedy the short- 
est step into favour and fashion, he commenced 
a Writer for the Stage. 

* The reign of the Second Charles was favourable 
thus far to literature, that the Court patronized 
what was believed the brightest talent among the 
people.-— WvcHERLY came in for a full share of 
this distindUon ; and what has seldom happened 
from crowned heads, Charles in person con- 
descended to visit the poet in a severe indispo- 
sition, under which he was reduced to the last 
extremity. His Majesty laid his conunands upon 
him to go into the South of France, and liberally 
ordered him 500/. to defray his expences.— At his 
return, the Monarch told him that his opinion 
of him was so high, that his Son should be con- 
signed to his tuition, and that as his governor he 
should receive an appointment of 1500/. perann. 
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At Tunbridgc, however, chance threw him into 
the way of the Countess of Drogheda, and 
shortly after he married her.— This contumacy 
to the disposition of the king, and the added in- 
gratitude of making not the smallest communi- 
cation to his Majesty of his intention, lost him 
deservredly the royal favour.— The Countess em- 
bittered his life by a jealousy, which never suf- 
fered him a minute from her sight. — She indeed 
relieved him shortly from this torment by her 
death — but his title to her fortune was disputed. 
He became embarrassed and indigent^ and was 
thrown into prison until James the Second, 
luckily seeing the Plain Dealer, gave orders that 
his debts should be discharged, and himself al- 
lowed a pension of 200/. per annum. Wych be- 
lt struggled with the dishonour of disclosing 
the whole of his debts, and thus rendered the 
king's bounty in some measure inefie^lual.— His 
father's death did net much relieve him— >he found 
his inhcaritance here too involved.— Eleven days 
before he died he married again, for the express 
purpose of paying bis creditors with his wife's 
fortune of 1500/.— He was summoned finally 
from all his cares on the ist of January, 17 15.. 
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COUNTRY GIRL. 



This Comedy is an alteration from the Country 
Wife of Wycherly. The usual taint of the time 
in which he wrote had so infefted the whole mass, 
that Mr. Gar rick found himself reduced to the 
necessity of lopping ofFa limb (Horner) to save the 
whole from putrefa6lion. 

As it is here given, there is a considerable degree 
of sprightly dialogue, keen remark, and facility of 
invention.— If we except Congreve, Wycherly 
is equal to any of his followers ; with them he has 
one common defeft, that they are not sufficiently 
scrupulous as to tendency — and the spoiler of do- 
mestic peace unpunished riots in the perversion of 
legitimate principles, and the injury offered to the 
wise and the worthy. — A foible is without distin6lion 
punished as a vice, and the profligacy of the pleasing 
debauchee rewarded as a virtue. 

It would be unpardonable if we were to close this 
article without observing, that the excellence of Mrs, 
Jordan in the Country Girl is so powerful— every 
girlish trick so minutely and naturally delineated, 
that we pronounce the performance to be her chef 
d^oeuvre, and assuredly the boast of modem adding, 

B 
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Harcourt'^ lodgings. Harcourt and Belyille 

discovered sitting, 

Harcoutt, 
Hkf ha, ha 1 and so you are in love, nephew> not 
reasonably andgallantly, as a young gentleman ought, 
but sighingly, miserably so— not content to be ankle- 
deep, you have sous'd over head and ears— -ha, Dick? 

Btlv. I am pretty much in that condition^ indeed, 
uncle. [jSig^ 

Hare. Nay, never blush at it-^^whea I was of your 
age 1 was asham'd too— but three years at college, 
and half a one at Paris, methinks should have cured 
you of that unfashionable weakness— modesty. 

Belv. Could I have released myself from that, I 
liad, perhaps, been at this instant happy in the pos- 
session of what I must despair now ever to obtain*** 
Heigho I 

Bij 
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Hare. H% ha, haf very foolish indeed. 

Bdv, Don*t laugh at me, Hncle ; I am foolish, I 
know I but, like other fools, I deserve to be pitied. 

Hare. Pr'ythee don't talk of pity ; how can I help 

you ; for this country girl of yours is certainly 

married. 

Belv* No, no — I won't believe it ; she is not mar- 
ried, nor she shan't, if I can help it. 

Hare, Well said, modesty-<-with such a* spirit you 
can help yourself, Dick, without my assistance. 

Belv, But you must encourage, and advise me too, 
or I shall never make any thing of it. 

Hare* Provided the girl is not married ; for I ne- 
ver, never encourage young men to covet their neigh- 
bours wives. 

Belv. My heart assures me, that she is not mar* 
Tied. 

Hare. O to be sure, your heart is much to be re- 
lied upon— -but to convince you that I have a fellow- 
feeling of your distress, and that 1 am as nearly allied 
to you in misfortunes as in relationship^-you must 
know 

Belv. What, uncle \ you alarm me ! 

Hare That I am in love too« 

Bdv. Indeed I 

Hare. Miserably in love* 

Belv. That's charming. 

Hare, And my mistress is just going ,to be married, 
to another. 

Belv, Better and better. 



HaHn I kfi«w my fellow-aui&rings would please 
you i but OQW prepare for thf wonderful wonder-of* 

B^v. Well!-— — 

Hare. My mistreii is in the sftme house with yours* 

Bclv. What, are you in lave with Peggy too ? 

[Rising /rom histkair* 

Marc* Well sai4> jealousy.-^Noy no» set your heart 
l^t rest, "-Your Peggy is too young, and too simple for 
nie.-^I must have one a little more knowing, a little 
better bred, just old enough to see the difl^rence 
between me and a coxcomb, spirit enough to break 
from a brother's engagements, and chuse for herself. 

itf/tt. You don*t mean Alithea» who is to be mar* 
rifid to Mr« ^parkiah } 

Hare. C^nH I be in love unth a lady that is going 
to be married to another, as well as you, sir \ 

Bdv, But Sparkish is your friend ? 

Hare, Pr'ythee don't call him my friend ; he can 
be nobody's friend, not even his own — He would 
Ihvust himself into my ac<|uaintance, would introduce 
Xm to 1ms miatress> tho' I have told him again and 
sgaiB that I was in loire with her^ which, instead of 
ridding me of hima has aade him only ten times more 
UQuUtsomt-^md me really in love— •He should sufii^ 
for his self-sufficiency. 

Beh. 'Tis a conceited pv^py t— ^nd what success 
with the lady ? 

Hart, No. great herpes— and yet, if I could defer 
the marriage a few days, \ should not despair;— -her 

Biij 
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honour, I am confident, is her only attachment to 
my rival— she can't like Sparkish^ and if I can work 
upon his credulity^ a credulity which even popery 
would be asham'd of, I may yet have the chance of 
throwing sixes upon the dice to save me. 

Beiv, Nothing can save me, 
. Hare. No, not if you whine and sigh, when yoa 
should be exerting every thing that is man about you. 
} have sent Sparkish, who is admitted at all hours in 
the house, to know how the land lies for you, and if 
she is not married already. 

Belv. How cruel you are— you raise me up with 
one hand, and then knock me down with the other. 

Hare, WeU, well, she shan't be married. IKnocA- 
ing at the door.'] This is Sparkish, I suppose : don't 
drop the least hint of your passion to him ; if you do» 
you may as well advertise it in the public papers. 

Belv, I'll be careful. 

Enter servant, 

Serv. An odd sort of a person, from the country 
I believe, who calls himself Moody, wants to see you^ 
sir; but as I did not know him, I said you were not 
at home, but would return directly ; and so mU I too, 
said he, very short and surly I and away he went, 
mumbling to himself. 

Hare, Very well. Will — I'll see him when he comes* 
[Exit servant."] Moody call to see mel—- He has 
something more in his head than making me a visit—* 
'tis to complain of you^ I suppose. 
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Bdv. Mow can he know me ? 

Hare* We must suppose the worst, and be prepared 
for him — tell me all you know of this ward of his, 
this Peggy — Peggy what's her name ? 

Belv. Thrift, Thrift, uncle. 

Hare, Ay, ay, sir Thomas Thrift's daughter, of 
Hampshire, and left very young under the guardian, 
ship of my old acquaintance and companion. Jack 
Moody. 

Belv. Your companion I he's old enough to be your 
father. 

Hare. Thank you, nephew ; he has greatly the ad- 
vantage of me in years, as well as wisdom. When 
I first launched from the university, into this ocean of 
London, he was the greatest rake in it ; I knew him 
well, for near two years, but all of a sudden he took 
a freak (a very prudent one) of retiring wholly into 
the country. 

Belv, There he gain'd such an ascendency over the 
odd disposition of his neighbour, sir Thomas, that 
he left him sole guardian to his daughter, who for- 
feits half her fortune, if she does not marry with his 
consent — ^there's the devil, uncle* 

Hare, And are you so young, so foolish, and so 
much in love, that you would take her with half her 
value ? ha, nephew ? 

Belv, 1*11 take her with any thing—with nothing. 

Hare, What ! such an unaccomplish'd, aukward, 
silly creature ; he has scarce taught her to write ; she 
has seen nobody to converse with, but the country 
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people about *em ; so she can do nothing but dangle 
\\er arms, look gawky> turn her toes in, and talk 
broad Hampshire. 

Belv» Don't abuse her sweet simplicity-^had you 
but heard her talk, as I have done, from the garden- 
^^11 in tRe country, by moon-light—— 

H^rc RoBieo an4 Juliet, I protest, ha, ha, ha I 
^uejair sum^ and kill the enwifj**— — ha, ha, ha 1 How 
often have you seen this fair Capulet ? 

Bdv. I saw her three times in the country, and 
spoke to her twice $ I have leapt an orchard-wall^ 
lik< Romeo, to come at her, play*d. the balcony- s^^ne, 
froin an <4d summerthouse in the garden ; and if I 
)qs(| her, I will find out aa apothecary, and play thf 
lomb-sceee t^o. 

Har<-^ Well said, Dick !<^this spirit must produce 
ipmething — but has the old dragon ever ca^ght yo\4 
sighing at her \ 

Bdv* Never in the country ; he saw me yesterday 
kissing my hand to her, from the new tavern-window 
that looks upon the back of his house, and imme-i 
diately drove her from it, and faaten'd up the win«9 
dow-shutters. [Sparkish wiiA^^ 

Spark. Very well. Will, 1*11 go up to 'em. 

Hare. I hear Sparkish coming up — take care of 
what I told you — not a word of Peggy ;— hear his in^ 
telligence, and make use of it, without seeming to 
ound il. 

Uffv. Mum, mum, uncle. 
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EnUr Sfarkish. 

Spark. O, my dear Harcourt, I shall die with 
laughing — I have such news for thee— ha, ha, ha! — 
What, your nephew too, and a little dumpish, or so 
^you have been giving him a left ure upon oeconomy. 
I suppose — you, who never had any, can best de- 
scribe the evils that arise from the want of it. — I 
never mind my own affairs, not T — " The gods take 
care of Cato." — I hear, Mr* Belville, you have got 
a pretty snug house, with a bow-window that looks 
into the park, and a back-door that goes out into it. 
—Very convenient, and well- imagined — no young, 
handsome fellow should be without one — ^you may be 
always ready there, like a spider in his web, to seize 
upon stray'd women of quality. 

Hare. As you used to do — you vain fellow you 5 
pr'ythec don't teach my nephew your abandoned 
tricks — he is a modest young man, and you must not 
spoil him. — 

Spark, May be so;— but his modesty has done 
some mischief at our house — ^my surly, jealous bro- 
ther-in-law saw that modest young gentleman casting 
a wishful eye at his forbidden fruit, from the new 
tavern-window. 

Beta. You mistake the person, Mr. Sj^jgHkh— I 
don't know what young lady you mean. *^^ 

Hare, Explain yourself, Sparkish, you must mis- 
take-^ Dick has never seen the girl. % 

Sparks I don't say he has j I only tell you what 
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Moody says. Besides, he went to the tavern him* 
self, and enquired of the waiter, who dined in the 
back-rooip, NOf ^, a4)4 they told him it was Mr. 
BelyillCy your nephew^ that's all I know of the mat- 
ter, or desire ^o know of it, faith. 

Hare. He kissM his hand, indeed, to your lady, 
Alithea, and is more in love with her than you arf , 
and y^ry near as much as I am ; so look about you» 
^uch a yoyth ni^y ]be dangerous. 

jSpark, The niore danger the more honour : I defy 
you both; win hjer and wear her if you can'r-Z)<^/»f 
an virtus in love as well as in war-— tho' you must be 
expeditious, faith; for I believe, if I don't chaqge my 
mind, I shall marry her to-morrow, or the day after. 
Ilave you no honest clergyman, Harcourt, no fellpw- 
collegian to recommend to me to do the business \ 

iiarc. Nothing ever, sure, was so lucky • [4sid€»'\ 
Why, faith, I have, Sparkish ; my brother, a twin* 
brothers Ned H^rcourt, will be in town to-day, and 
proud to attend your commands. I am a very gene- 
rous ri^r^l, you see, to lend you my brother to marry 
the woman I }ove ! 

Sfiari, And so am I too, to let your brother come 
IBO pear usrrrbul Ned shall be the man ; poor Alithea 
grows Impatient — I can't put off the evil day any 
longerH^I fanpy the brute, her brother, has a mind 
to marry his country idiot at the same time. 

Seiv. Hqw, cpontry idiot, sir ! 

Jfarc, Taisez vpus b^te. [Aside to Belv.] I thought 
he had been married already. 
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Spark* No, no, he's not married^ that's th« joke 
of it. 

Beh. Koy n^) h^ is not matrried. 

Iktrt. Hol4 yoilr tongue-— [^Elbotoiitg Belyilf^. 

^parA. Not he-^I hafe the finest story to teH you— 
by th6 bye, he imettds calling upon you, for he ask'd 
nie where your K^^ed, to coni|>Iam of Mb?iff(y there.— « 
He pidc*d up an old i^akiftg acquidnt^ince oiYASf a^ 
we CAtttt along together-^Wili. Fraiikty, who saw 
him Vfitit his girl> scOfMng aAd muffled up, at the 
pby last night : he plagu'd Mtn much a!b6ut matrix 
niotty> and his being ashaAied to shew himself; swore 
he was in love with his wife, and intended to cuckold 
himr. £)0 you ? cry'd Moody, folding hi^ arms, and 
sc'O^fii^l^ with his eyes fhus-^l^tr must kaoe More tuit 
than you used fo have, — Besides^ if you have ai much at 
you think you Kdve^ I shaUbe out of y out feacky and this 
profligate mtropolis, in less than a weeh. Moody would 
fain have got rid of him, but the other held him by 
the sleeve, so I left 'em ; rejoiced most luxuriously 
to see the p6dr devil tormented. 

Belv. I thought you said, just now, that he was not 
xAarried : is not that a contradiction, sir ^ 

[Harcourt still ntahes signs to B'elville. 

Spark. V^hy, it is a kind of one — ^but considering 
your ifiodesty, and your ignorance of the young lady, 
you are pretty tolerably inquisitive, methinks, ha, 
iTarcourt I ha, ha, ha I 

Bafc. Pooh, pooh 1 don't talk to that boy, tell me 
all you know. % 
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spark. You must know, my booby of a brother- 
in-law hath brought up this ward of his (a good for- 
tune let me tell you) as he coops up and fattens his 
chickens, for his own eating : he is plaguy jealous of 
her, and was very sorry that he could not marry her 
in the country, without coming up to town ; which 
he could not do, on account of some writings or 
other; so what does my gentleman i he persuades the 
poor silly girl, by breaking a six-pence, or some non- 
sence or another* that they are to all intents married 
in Heaven ; but that the laws require the signing of 
articles, and the church-service to complete their 
union — so he has made her call him husband, and 
Bud, which she constantly does, and he calls her 
wife, and gives out she is married, that she may not 
look after younger fellows, nor younger fellows after 
her, egad ; ha, ha, ha ! and all won't do. 

Betv. Thank you, sir. What heavenly news, 

uncle. [Aside* 

Hare. What an idiot you are, nephew ! And so 
then you make but one trouble of it ; and are both 
ta be tack'd together the same day ? 

Spark. No, no, he can't be married this week ; he 

damns the lawyers for keeping him in town; be- 

sides, I am out of favour; and he is continually 
snarling at me, and abusing me, for not being jea- 
lous. [Knocking at tke doov.] There he is—I must not 
be seen with you, for he'll suspect something; I'll go 
with your nephew to his house, and we'll wajt for 
you, and make a visit to my wife that is to be, and. 
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perhaps, we shall shew young modesty here a sight of 
Peggy too. 

Enter Servofii* 

« 

Seru, Sir, here's the strange, odd sort of a gentle- 
man come again, and I.have shewn him into the fore- 
parlour. 

Spark. That must be Moody I Well said, Will; 
an odd sort of a strange gentleman indeed ; we*ll step 
into the next room *till he comes into this, and then 
you may have him all to yourself— much good may 
do you. [Sparkish^otn^, r«/«rfii.] Remember that 
he is married, or he'll suspe6t me of betraying him. 

[Exeunt Sparkish and Belville. 

Hare. Shew him up, Will. [Exit Serv."} Now must 
I prepare myself to see 9 very strange, tho' a very 
natural metamorphosis — a once high-spirited, hand- 
some, well-dress'd, raking prodigal of the town, sunk 
into a surly, suspicious, oeconomical, country slo- 
ven— 

Enter Moody. 

Moody. Mr. Harcourt, your humble servant-—— 
have you forgot me ? 

Hare. What, my old friend Jack Moody I By thy 
long absence from the town, the grumness of thy 
countenance, and the slovenliness of thy habit, I 
should give thee joy — you are certainly married. 

Moody. My long stay in the country will excuse my 
dress, and I have a suit at law that brings me up to 

C 
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town, and puts me out of humour — ^besides, I must 
give Sparkish ten thousand pounds to-iAoffow ^o 
take my sister off my hands. 

Hare, Your sister is very much obliged to you- ■■ 
b^&ng so much older thaii' her, you haVe taken upon 
yott the authodty of a' fatheir, and hav^ engaged her 
to. a coxcomb. 

' Mdody. I haV6y and to oblige her*^ — nothing but 
coxcombs or (febauchees are the favourites now •a- 
dfays, and a coxcomb is rather the more innocent 
anitnal of the two. 

Hart. She has sense and taste, and can't like hiixi; 
so' you' must answer for the consequences. 

Moody. When she is out of my hands, her husband 
must look to consequences. He's a fashionable fool^ 
and will cut his horns kindly. " ^^. 

Hare, And what is to secure your worship from 
consequences ? — I did not expe6^ marriage from such 
a rake*— ^one that knew the town so well : fye, fye. 
Jack. 

Moody. 1*11 tell you my security — I have married 
no London wife. 

Hare. That's all one — that grave circumspe6lion in 
marrying a country wife, is like refusing a deceitful, 
pamper'd, Smithfield jade, to go and be cheated by a 
friend in the country. 

Moody. I wish the devil had both him and his si* 
mile. lAside. 

Hare. Well, never grumble about it, what's done 
'can't be undone ; is your wife handsomei and young) 
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Moody, She has little beauty but heryA3iuth| no*' 
thing to bra^ofbut her healthy and no atjtra6tion 
J)ut her modesty— ■^wholesome, horoely, ^nd hou&er 
wifely — that's all. 

Hare. You t^ as like a grazier as you look, Jack 
»— why did you not bring her to town beforjCi to be 
taught something ? 

Moody, Which something \ might repent as long as 
I live— ^ 

Hare. But, pr'ythee, why ]wrould'st tjiou marry her, 
if she be i/g^y, ill-bred^ aud silly ? She must be fick 
^hex). 

Moody. As rich as if she had the wealth of the Mp- 
1^1 — she*U Aot ruin her husband, Uke a London bag- 
gage, wi^h a million of vfces she never hej^f 4 ^^"^ 
%h§n^ becau^/e she's ugly, she's the likelier to be my 
own ; an4 befi^g ill-bred^ she'll hate conversation ; 
aad since silly and innocent^ «vi|l not kxipw the dif* 
fereixce between me and you ; tl^at is, bet^ween a paan 
pf thirty, and one of forty. 

Hc^rc. Fifty, to my kiiow}edge-^[Moody twrn^off^ 
and grifs^Us.'] — But see how you and I diflfer, Jaick-r* 
}ii\% to TD^l^ more necessary than beauty : I think i|o 
young woman pgiy that has it ; and no handsome 
lyoman agreeable without it. * 

Moody. 'Tis my maxini — Hie's a fop( jth^ marries ; 
but he's a greater that does not marry a fool.— ?^I 
know the town, Mr. Harcourt ; an4 niy ^ife ^^ be 
yirtuous in spite of you, qr your nfphew. 

Hare. My nephew t — poor sheepish l^-r-his vuna 

Cij 
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away from every woman he sees — ^he saw your sister 
Alithea at the opera, and was much smitten with her 
— He always toasts her — and hates the very name of 
Sparkish. I'll bring him to your house — ^and you 
shall see what a formidable Tarquin he is. 

Moody. I have no curiosity, so give yourself no 
trouble. You have heard of a wolf in sheep's cloath- 
ing, and I have seen your innocent nephew kissing 
his hands at my windows. 

Harc» At your sister, 1 suppose ; not at her unless 
he was tipsy. How can you, Jack, be so outrageously 
suspicious ? Sparkish has promised to introduce him 
to his mistress. 

Moody, Sparkish is a fool, and may be, what I'll 
take care not to be. I confess my visit to you, Mr. 
Harcourt, was partly for old acquaintance sake, but 
chiefly to desire your nephew to confine his gallan- 
tries to the tavern, and not send 'em in looks, signs^ 
or tokens, on the other side of the way. I keep no 
brothel — ^so pray tell your nephew. IGoing. 

Hare. Nay, pr'ythce. Jack, leave me in better hu- 
mour. — ^Well, I'll tell him, ha, ha, ha I poor Dick» 
how he'll stare. This will give him a reputation, and 
the girls won't laugh at him any longer. Shall we 
dine together at the tavern, and send for my nephew 
to chide him for his gallantry ? Ha, ha, hal we shall 
have fine sport. 

Moody. 1 am not to be laugh'd out of my senses^ 

' Mr. Harcourt ; I was once a modest, meek, young 

gentleman myself, and I never have been half so mis« 
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cbicvQUS before or since, as I was in that state of in<» 
nocence. And so, old friend, make no ceremony 
with me— I have much business, and you have much 
pleasure, and therefore, as I hate forms, I will ex- 
cuse your returning my visit ; or sending your ne- 
phew to satisfy me of his modesty^-and so your ser- 
vant. [Exit. 
Hare, Ha, ha, ha 1 poor Jack 1 what a life of sus- 
picipn do^s he lead I . I pity the poor fellow» tho' he 

ought, and will suffer, for his folly. Folly I — ^*tis 

trea^oji, murder, sacrilege 1 When persons of a cer- 
t^in age will indulge their false, ungenerous appetites^ 
at the e^pence of a young creature's happiness, dame 
Nature will revenge herself upon them» for thwarting 
her most heavenly will and pleasure. [Exit. 



ACT 11. SCENE I. 

A ckambtf in Moody's house. Enter Miss Pbggy 

and Alithea. 

P&AY, sister^ where ^r« the best fields s|nd woods to 
walk in, in Londoin ^ 

AMth, A pretty question \ Why, sister, Vauxball, 
Ranelagh, and St. James*s Park, are the most fre«9 
quented. 

Peg. Pray, sister, tell me why my Bud looks so 
grum hor« in town, and keeps me up close, and will 

nj 
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not lei me go a walking, nor let me wear my best 
gown yesterday. 

Alilh, O, he's jealous, sister. 

Peg, Jealous ! what's that ? 

ALith, He's afraid you should love another man. 

Peg. How should he be afraid of my loving an- 
other man, when he will not let me see any but him. 
self? 

Alitk, Did he not carry you yesterday to a play ? 

Peg, Ay ; but we sat amongst ugly people : he 
would not let me come near the gentry, who sat under 
us, so that I could not see 'em. He told me none 
but naughty women sat there— -but I would have ven- 
tured for all that. 

AUth, But how did you like the play f 

Peg, Indeed I was weary of the play j but I liked 
hugeously the a6lors ; tliey are the goodliest, pro- 
perest men, sister. 

Alitk, O, but you must not like the a6lors, sister* 

Peg, Ay, how should I help it sister I Pray, sister, 
when my guardian comes in> will you ask leave for 
me to go a walking \ 

j4lith. A walking, ha, ha, ha I Lord, a country 
gentlewoman's pleasure is the drudgery of a foot- 
post ; and she requires as much airing as her hus- 
band's horses. [Aside, '\ But here comes my brother, 
I'll ask him, tlio' I'm sure he'll not grant it. 

Enter Moody. 

Peg, O my dear, dear Bud, welcome home ; why 
dost thou look so fropish ? Who has nanger'd thee ? 
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Moody, You're a fool . [Peggy goes asidcy and cries. 

Alith. Faith, and so she is, for crying for no fault, 
poor tender creature ! 

Moody. What, you would have her as impudent as 
yourself, as arrant a gilflirt, a gadder, a magpie, and, 
to say all, a mere notorious town woman ! 

Alith. Brother, you are my only censurer ; and the 
honour of your family will sooner suffer in your wife 
that is to be, than in me, tho' I take the innocent li- 

bcrty of the town ! 

Moody. Hark you, mistress, do not talk so before 
my wife : the innocent liberty of the town! 

Alith. Pray, what ill people frequent my lodgings? 
I keep no company with any woman of scandalous 
reputation. 

Moody. No, you keep the men of scandalous rcpu • 
tation company. ^ 

Alith. Would you not have me civil, answer 'em 
at public places, walk with 'em whfen they join me in 
the Park, Ranelagh, or Vauxhall ? 

Moody. Hold, hold; do not teach my wife where 
the men are to be found : I believe she's the worse 
for your town documents already. I bid you keep 
her in ignorance, as I do. 

Peg. Indeed, be not angry with her. Bud, she will 
tell me nothing of the town, tho* I ask her a thousand 
times a day. 

Moody. Then you are very inquisitive to know, I 
find? 
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P(^* Not I indeed, dear; I hate London: our 
play-house in the country is worth a thousand of *t ; 
would I were there again ! 

Moody. So you shall, I warrant. But were you not 
taljtjng of pl^ys and players when I came in ? you arc 
her encourager in such d^scoifrses. 

Peg, No, indeed, dear^ she chid me just now for 
lilting the player-men. 

Moody. Nay, if she is so innocent as to own to me 
her liking them, there is no hurtin't. [yf|c^.] Come, 
my poor rogue, hut thou likes t none better than me ? 

Peg. Ves, indeedi but I do \ the player-men arqt 
finer folks. 

Moody. But you love none better than me \ 

Peg. You are my own dear Bud, and I know you ; 
I hate strangers. 

Moody. Ay, my dear, you must love me only ; and 
not be like the naughty town-women, who only liate 
their husbands, and love every mai^ else; love pUySj^ 
visits, fine coaches, fine clothes, fiddleSj halls, treats^ 
and so lead a wicked town -life. 

Peg. Nay, if to enjoy all these things b? f\ twn- 
life, London is not so bad a place, dear. 

Moody. How 1 if you love me, ^ou must h^te ^^q^r 

don. 
Peg. But, Bud, do the town»\yoa\en Ipve th? pl»yfr- 

men too \ 

Moody. Ay, I warrant you. 
Peg. Ay, I warrant you. 



ABIL THE COUNTRY GIRL. 25 

Moody* Why, you do not, I hope ? 

Peg, No, no, Bud ; but why have we no player- 
men in the country ? 

Moody, Ha 1 Mrs. Minx, ask me no more to go to 
a play. 

Peg. Nay, why, love ? I did not care for going : 
but when you forbid me, you make me as 'twere de- 
sire it. . 

Alitk. So 'twill be in othej: things, I warrant. [Aside. 

Peg, Pray let me go to a play, dear ? 

Moody, Hold your peace, I won't. 

Peg. Why, love > 

Moody. Why, V\\ tell you. 

Alith. Nay, if he tell her, she'll give him more 
cause to forbid her that place. [Aside. 

Peg, Pray, why, dear ? 

Moody. First, you like the aflors 9 and the. gallants 
may like you. 

Peg, What, a homely country girl ? No, Bud, no- 
body will like me. 

Moody. I tell you yes, they may. 

Peg. No, no, you jest— I won't believe you : I 
will go. 

Moody. I tell you then, that one of the most raking 
fellows in town, who saw you there, told me he was 
in love with you. 

Peg. Indeed 1 who, who, pray, who was't ? 

Moody. I've gone too far, and slipt before I was 
aware. How overjoy'd she is ! [Aside 
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Peg, Was it any Hampshire galjant, any of our 
neighbours ? Promise you I am behplden to him. 

Moody, I promise you, you lie; for he would bu^ 
ruin you, as he has done hundreds. 

Peg, Ay, but if he loves me, why should he ruin 
n^ \ answer me to that. Methinks he should nojt ; I 
l^uld do him no harm. 

AliiL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Moody, 'Tis very well ; but I'll keep him from do- 
ing you any harm, or me either. But here comes 
company, get you in, get you in. 

Peg, But pray, husband, is he a pretty gentleman 
that loves me \ 

Moody, In, baggage, in. 

\Thruits her in^ and shuts the door. 

Enter Sparkish, Harcourt, and Belvillb, 

Moody, What, all the libertines of the town brought 
to my lodging, by this easy coxcomb I 'Sdeat}>, I'll 
not suffer it. 

Spark, Here, Belville, do you apprpye my choice ? 
pear little rpgue, I toldyou^ I'd bring you acquaigted 
with all my friends, the wits. 

Moody, Ay, they shall know her as well as you 
yourself will, I warrant you. 

Spark, This is one of those, my pretty rogue, that 
are to dance at your wedding to-morrow. And one 
you must make welcome, for he*s modest, [Belyille 
salutes Alithea.] Harcourt |i^es himself welcome^ 
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aYid hscs nbt ttit same foible, though of the same fa^ 
mily. 

Hdh, You are too otiigirig, Sparkish. 

M^y* And so he is indeed ^the fop's horns will 

as naturally sprout upon his brows, as mushrooihs 
iq>oik dunghills. 

Bare. This, Mr. Moody, is my nephew you men- 
tioned to roe ; I would bring him with me, for a sight 
of him will be sufficient, without poppy or mandra- 
gora, to restore you to your rest. 

Bdv, t am sorry, sir, that any mistake or impru- 
dence 6f mine should havi^ given you any uneasiness; 
it was not so intended, 1 assure you, sir. 

Moody, It may be so, sir, but dot the less criminal 
for that — My wife, sir, must not be smirk*d and nod- 
ded at from tavern windows ; I am a good shot, young 
gentlemah, and don't suffer magpies to come near my 
cherries. 

Bd-di, Was it your wife, sir ^ 

Moody, What's that to you, sir — suppose it was my 
gtaihdihother ? 

Bd^, I would i^ot dare to offend her— permit me to 
say a word in private to you. 

{Exeunt Moody and Belville. 

Spark, Now old surly is gone, tell me, Harcourt, 

if tliou likest her as well as ever My dear, don't 

l0ok down, I should hate to have a wife of mine out 
of countenance at any thing. 

Alith* For shame, Mr. Sparkish. 

Spark, Tell me, I say, Harcourt, how dost like 

» 
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her ? thou hast star*d upon her enough to resolve 
me. 

Hare, So infinitely well, that I could wish I had a 
mistress too, that might differ from her in notlung 
but her love and engagement to you. 

Alitk. Sir, Mr. Sparkish has often told me, that 
his acquaintance were all wits and railers, and now I 
find it. 

Spark, No, by the universe, madam, he does not 
rally now ; you may believe him ; I do assure you he 
is the honestest, worthiest, true-hearted gentleman ; 
a man of such perfect honour, he would say nothing 
to a lady he does not mean. 

Hare* Sir, you are so beyond expectation obliging, 
that 

Spark. Nay, egad, I am sure you do admire herex-> 

tremely, I see it in your eyes He does admire you^ 

madam, he has told me so a thousand and a thousand 
times — Have you not, Harcourt? You do admire her, 
by the world you do— don't you ? 

Hare, Yes, above the world, or the most glorious 
part of it, her whole sex; and *till now, I never 
thought I should have envied you or any man about 
to marry : but you have the best excuse to marry I 
ever knew. 

Alith, Nay, now, sir, I am satisfied you are of the 
society of the wits and railers, since you cannot spare 
your friend, even when he is most civil to you ; but 
the surest sign is, you are an enemy to marriage, the 
common butt of every railer. 
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/fare. Truly, madaniy I was never an enemy to 
marriage till now, because marriage was never an 
enemy to me before. 

j^litA, But why, sir, is marriage an enemy to you 
now ? because it robs you of your friend here ? for 
yoi»look upon a friend married, as one gone into a 
monastery, that is dead to the world. 

Hare, 'Tis indeed, because you marry him : I see, 
madam, you can guess my meaning: I do confess 
heartily and openly, I wish it were in my power to 
break the match; by Heavens I would. 

Spark, Poor Frank ! 

j4iitk. Would you be so unkind to me ? 

Hare. No, no, 'tis not because I would be unkind 
to you. 

Spark. Poor Prank ; no, egad, *tis only his kind-' 
ness to me. 

Alitk. Great kindness to you indeed! — Insensible!' 
Let a man make love to his mistress to his face. 

[^Aside. 

Spark. Come, dear Frank, for all my wife therei 
that shall be, thou shalt enjoy me sometimes, dear 
rogue : by my honour, we men of wit condole for 
our diseased brother in marriage, as much as for one 
dead in earnest : I think that was prettily said of me, 
ha, Harcourt? But come, Franks be not melan- 
choly for me. 

Harc» No, I assure you, I am not melancholy for 
ypu. 

D 
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Spark. Pr'ythec, Frank, dost think my wife, that 
shall, be, there, a fine person ? 

Hare. I could gaze upon her, till I became as blind 
as you are. 

Spark. How, as I am ? how } 

Hare. Because you are a lover ; and true loverd 
are blind. 

Spar A. True, true ; but by the world she has wit 
too, as well as beauty ; go, go with her into a corner, 
and try if she has wit ; talk to her any thing, she's 
bashful before me. [Harcourt courts Alithea asidem 

Enter Moody. 

Mocdy. How, sir, if you are not concerned for the 
honour of a wife, I am for that of a sister ; — ^be a pan^* 
dcr to your own wife, briqg m^n to her, let 'em make 
love before your face, thrust 'em into a corner toge«« 
ther, then leave *em in private 1 is this your town wit 
and condu6^ } 

Spark, Ha, ha, ha 1 a silly wise rogue would make 

one laugh more than a stark fool : ha, ha, ha I I shall 

burst. Nay, you shall not disturb 'em; Til vexthee^ 

by the world. What have you done with Bclville i . 

[Stri^gUs with. Moody, to keep Amjrom, Harcourt 

and Alithea. 

Mofidy. Shewn him the w^y out of my house, as 
you should to that gentleman. 

Spaj-k* Nay, but pr'yihce — ^let me reason with thee* 

ITalks aside tvith Moody* 
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AUtkf The writings are drawn, sir, settlements 
made.; *tis too late, sir, and past all revocation. 

Hare, Then so is my death. 

uilith, I would not be unjust to him* 

Hare* Then why to me so. 

Atitk, I have no obligations to you. 

Hare. My love. 

Aluk, I had this before. 
. Hare, You never had it; he wants, you see, jea« 
lousy, the only infallible sign of it. 

Atith, Love proceeds from esteem ; he cannot dis- 
trust my virtue; besides, he loves me, or he would 
not marry me. 

Hare. Marrying you is no more a sign of his love, 
than bribing your woman that he may marry you, is 
a sign of his generosity. But if you take marriage 
for a sign of love, take it from me immediately. 

Aiiik. No, now you have put a scruple in my head : 
but in short, sir, to end our dispute, I must marry 
him I my reputation would suffer in the world else. 

Hare. No ; if you do marry him, with your par- 
don, madam, your reputation suffers in the world. 

jiUtk. Nay, now you are rude, sir.— Mr. Sparkish, 
pray come hither, your friend here is very trouble* 
some, and very loving. 

Hare, Hold, hold. [Aside to MAthea. 

Moody, D'ye hear that, senseless puppy } 

Spark, Why, d*ye think I'll seem jealous like a 
country bumkin } 

Dij 
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Moody. No, rather be dishonoured, like a credulous 
driveller. 

Hare. Madam, you would not have been so little 
generous as to have told him ? 

Alitk. Yes, since you could be so little generous as 
to wrong him. 

Hare* Wrong him 1 no man can do't, he's beneath 
an injury ; a bubble, a coward, a senseless idiot, a 
wretch so contemptible to all the world but you, 
that 

AiitA. Hold, do not rail at him ; for since he is 
like to be my husband, I am resolved to like him : 
nay, I think 1 am obliged to tell him, yoU are not his 
friend — Mr. Sparkish, Mr. Sparkishl 

Spar A. What, what : now, dear rogue, has not she 
wit ^ 

Hare. Not so much as I thought, and hoped she 
had. [Surhfy. 

AiitA. Mr. Sparkish, do you bring people to rail 
at you } 

Hare. Madam I 

Spar A. How! no; but if he does rail at me, 'tis- 
but in jest, I warrant : what we wits do for one ano- 
ther, and never take any notice ot it. 

AiitA. Hs spoke so scurrilously of you, I had no 
patience to hear him. 

Moody. And he was in the right on't. 

j^litA. Besides, he has been making love to me. 

Moody. And I told the fool so. 

Hare. True, damn'd tell-tale woman. {^Asidc. 
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Spark, Pshah, to^hew his parts — We wits rail and 
make love often, but to shew bur parts ; as we hav^ 
no aiFe^ions, so we have no malice, we ■ >■ 

Moody. Did you ever hear such an ass I 

AHtk, He said you were a wretch, below an in- 
jury. 

Spark, Pshaw. * 

Hare, Madam t 

AUthn A common bubble. 

Spark, Pshaw. 

Mtk, A coward I 

Spark, Pshaw, pshaw I 

Alitk, A senseless drivelling idiot. 

Mooify. True, true, true ; all true. 

Spark. How I did he disparage my parts? nay, then 
my honour's concerned. I can't put up that, sir, by 
the world, brother, help me to kill him. 

[Offers to draw, 

Alitk, Hold I hold I 

Spark. What, what } 

AUik, Hold ! hold 1 

Moody, If Harcourt would but kill Sparkish, and 
run away with my sister, I should be rid of three 
plagues at once. 

Alitk, Indeed, to tell the truth, the gentleman said, 
after all, that what he sp<^e was but out of friend- 
ship to you. 

Spark, How 1 say I am a fool, that is no wit, out 
of friendship to me \ 
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Alith, Yes, to try whether I was concerned enough 
for you ; and made love to me only to be satisfied of 
my virtue, for your sake. 

Hare. Kind, however ! [Aside. 

Spark. Nay, if it were so, my dear rogue, I ask 
thee pardon ; but why would you not tell me so, fidth \ 

Hare, Because I did not think on't, faith I 

Spark, Come, Belville is gone away ; Harcourt, 
let's be gone to the new play — Come, madam. 

Alitk. I will not go, if you intend to leave me alone 
in the box, and nm all about the house, as you use 
to do. 

Spark. Pshaw, 1*11 leave Harcourt with you in the 
box, to entertain you, and that's as good; if I sat in 
the box, I should be thought no critic — I must run 
about, my dear, and abuse the author — Come away^ 
Harcourt, lead her down. B'yc, brother. 

[^Exeunt Harcourt, Sparkish, and Alithea. 

Moody. B'ye, driveler. Well, go thy ways, for the 
flower of the true town fops, such as spend their es- 
tates before they come to 'em, and are cuckolds be- 
fore they're married. But let me go look to my 
freehold. 

Enter a Countryman, 

Countr, Master, your worship's servant — here is 
the lawyer, counsellor gentleman, with a green bag 
full of papers, come again, and would be glad to 
speak to you. 

Moody, Now here's some other damnMimpediment, 
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which the law has thrown in our way 1 shall ne- 
ver marry the girl, nor get clear of the smoke and 
wickedness of this cursed town. Where is he \ 

Countr. He's below in a coach, with three other 
lawyer, counsellor gentlemen. , \_ExturU* 

SCENE 11. 

Changes to another chamber. Enter Miss Peggy and 

Lucy. 

Lucy. What ails you, Miss Peggy ? You are grown 
quite melancholy. 

Peg. Would it not make any one melancholy to see 
your mistress Alithea go every day fluttering about 
abroad to plays and assemblies, and I know not what, 
whilst I must stay at home, like a poor, lonely, sul- 
len bird in a cage } 

Lucy. Dear Miss Peggy, I thought you chose to be 
confined: I imagined that you had been bred so young 
to the cage, that you had no pleasure in flying about, 
and hopping in the open air, as other young ladies, 
who go a little wild about this town. 

Peg. Nay, I confess I was quiet enough, till some- 
body told me what pure lives the London ladies lead, 
with their dancing meetings, and junketings, and 
dressM every day in their best gowns ; and 1 warrant 
you play at nine-pins every day in the week, so 
they do. 

Lucy, To be sure, miss, you will lead a better life 
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when join'd in holy wedlock with your sweet- tem- 
per'd guardian, the cheerful Mr. Moody. 

Peg. I can't lead a worse, that's one good thing—* 
but I must make the best of a bad market, for 1 can't 
marry nobody else. 

Lucy, How so, miss ? that's very strange. 

Peg, Why we have a contraction to one another— 
so we are as good as married, you know 

Lu<y, I know it ! Heaven forbid, miss 

Peg, Heigho I 

Lucy, Don't sigh. Miss Peggy — ^if that young gen- 
tleman, who was here just now, would take pity on , 
me, rd throw such a contra6l as yours behind the 
fire. 
« Peg. Lord bless us, how you talk I 

Lucy, Young Mr. Belville would make you talk 
otherwise, if you knew him. 

Peg, Mr. Belville ! — ^where is he !— >when did you 
see him ^ — you have undone me, Lucy — ^where was 
he ? did he say any thing ? 

Lu<y. Say any thing ! very little, indeed — lie's quite 
distradted, poor young creature I He was talking 
with your guardian just now. 

Peg, The deuce he was I -^but where was it, and 
when was it ? 

Lucy, In this house, five minutes ago, when your 
guardian turn'd you into your chamber^ for fear of 
your being seen. 

Peg, I knew something was the matter, I was in 
such a flutter.-*— .But what did he say to my Bud \ 
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Lucy. What do you call him Bud for ? Bud means 
husband, and he is not your husband yet — and I hope 
never will be ; and if he was my husband, Td bud 
him, a surly, unreasonable beast. < 

Peg, I*d call him any names, to keep him in good 
humour ; if he*d let mc marry any body else, (which 
I can't do) I'd call him husband as long as he lived. 
—But what said Mr. Belville to him ? 

Lucy, I don't know what he said to him, but I'll 
tell you what he said to me, with a sigh, and his hand 
upon his breast, as he went out of the door :•— If you 
ever were in love, young gentlewoman, (meaning me) 
and can pity a most faithful lover, tell the dear ob- 
je6l of my affection s - — 

Peg, Meaning me, Lucy ? 

Lvcy, Yes, you, to be sure. Tell the dear objeft 
of my affe6lions, I live but upon the hopes that she 
is not married ; and when those hopes leave me* » 

slic knows the rest then he cast up his eyes thus — 

gnash'd \\\s teeth — struck his forehead — ^would have 
spoke again, but could not — fetch'd a deep sigh, and 
vanish'd. 

Peg, That is really very fine — I'm sure it makes 
my heart sink within me, and brings tears « into my 

eyes — O, he's a charming sweet but hush, hush, 

I hear my husband 1 

Lucy, Don't call him husband. Go into the Park 
this evening, if you can. 

Peg, Mum, mum 
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Enter Moody. 



Moody, Come, what's here to do ? you are putting 
the town pleasures in her head, and setting her a 
longing. 

Lucy. Yes, after nine-pins; you suffer none to give 
her those longings you mean, but yourself. 

Moody, Come, Mrs. Flippant, good precepts are 
lost when bad examples are still before us : the li- 
berty your mistress takes abroad makes her hanker 
after it, and out of humour at home : poor wretch 1 
she desired not to come to London ; I would bring her, 

Lit^, O yes, you surfeit her with pleasures. 

Moody, She has been this fortnight in town, and 
never desired, till this afternoon, to go abroad. 

Lucy, Was shb not at the play yesterday ? 

Moody » Yes, but she never ask*d me : I was myself 
the cause of her going. 

Lucy, Then if she ask you again, you are the cause 
of her asking, and not my mistress. 

Moody, Well, next week I shall be rid of you all, 
rid of this town, and my dreadful apprehensions. 
Come, be not melancholy, for thou shalt go into the 
country very soon, dearest. 

Peg, Pish ! what d'ye tell me of the country for ? 

Moody, How's this 1 what, flout at the country ? 

Peg, Let me alone, 1 am not well. 

Moody. O, if that be all what ails my dearest ? 

Peg, Truly, I don't know ; but I have not been 
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well since you told me there was a gallant at the play 
in love with me. 

Moody, Ha ! 

Lucy. That's my mistress too. 

Moody, Nay, if you are not w^U^ but are so con- 
cerned because a raking fellow chanced to lie^ and say 
he liked you, you'll make me sick too. 

Peg, Of what sickness ? 

Moody, O, of that which is worse than the plague, 
jealousy. 

Peg, Pish, you jeer : I'm sure there's no such dis- 
ease in your receipt-book at home. 

Moody. No, thou never metst with it, poor innocent. 

Peg, Well, but pray. Bud, let's go to a play to- 
night. 

Moody. No, no j — no more plays.— But why are you 
so eager to see a play ? 

Peg. Faith, dear, not that I care one pin for their 
talk there; but I like to look upon the player men, 
and would see, if I could, the gallant you say loves 
me : that's all, dear Bud. 

Moody. Is that all, dear Bud ? 

Lu(y. This proceeds from my mistress's example. 

Peg, Let*s go abroad, however, dear Bud, if we 
don't go to the play. 

Moody, Come, have a little patience, and thou shalt 
go into the country next week. 

Peg, Therefore I would see first some sights, to 
tell my neighbours of: nay, I will go abroad, that's 
once. 
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Moody, What, you have put this into her head } 

Lucy, Heaven defend me, what suspicions 1 some- 
body has put more things into your head than you 
ought to have. 

Moody. Your tongue runs too glibly, madam, and 
you have lived too long with a London lady, to be a 
proper companion for innocence. I am not over- 
fond of your mistress. 

Ltuy, There's no love lost between us. 

Moody, You admitted those gentlemen into the 
house, when I said I would not be at home ; and there 
was the young fellow too, who behaved so indecently 
to my wife at the tavern -window. 

Lwy, Because you would not let him see your hand- 
some wife out of your lodgings. 

Peg. Why, O Lord I did the gentleman come hi- 
ther to see me indeed ? 

Moody, No, no; you are not the cause of that 
damn'd question too. 

Peg, Come, pray. Bud, let's go abroad before *tis 
late ; for I will go, that's flat and plain— only into 
the Park. 

Moody. So I the obstinacy already of the town- 
wife $ and 1 must, whilst she's here, humour her like 
one. [Aside,"] How shall we do, that she may not 
be seen or known ? 

Lucy, Muffle her up with a bonnet and handker* 
chief, and Til go with her to avoid suspicion. 

Moody. No, no, I am obliged to you for your kind* 
ness, but she shan't stir without me. 
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Ltuy. What will you do then } 

Peg. What, shall we go ? I am sick with staying 
at home : if I don't walk in the park, I'll do nothing 
that I'm bid for a week — I won't be niop'd. 

Lucy, Oy she has a charming spirit 1 I could stand 
your friend now, and would, if you had ever a civil 
word to give me. 

Moody, I'll give thee a better thing, I'll give thee 
a guinea for thy good advice, if I like it ; and I can 
have the best of the college for the same money. 

Lucy. I despise a bribe — ^when I am your friend^ 
it shall be without fee or reward. 

Peg. Don't be long then, for I will go out. 

Lucy. The taylor brought home last night the 
clothes you intend for a present to your godson in the 
country. 

Peg. You must not tell that, Lucy. 

Lucy. But I will, madam— When you were with 
your lawyers last night. Miss Peggy, to divert me 
and herself, put 'em on, and they fitted her to a hair. 

Moody, Thank you, thank you, Lucy, 'tis the 
luckiest thought I go this moment, Peggy, into your 
chamber, and put 'em on again — and you shall walk 
with me into the park, as my godson. Well thought 
of, Lucy — I shall love you for ever for this. 

Peg. And so shall I too, Lucy, I'll put 'em on di- 
reflly. [Going j returns.'] Suppose, Bud, I must keep 
on my petticoats, for fear of shewing my legs. 

Moody. No, no, you fool, never mind your legs. 

£ 
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Peg. No more, I will then, Bud-^-'^Tlus is pure. 

[Exit rejoiced^ 

Moody, What a simpleton it isl Well, Lucy, I 
thank you for the thought, and before I leave Lon- 
don, thou shalt be convinced how much I am obliged 
to thee. [Exit smiUngm 

Lucy. And before you leave London, Mr. Moody^ 
I hope I shall convince you how much you are ob- 
liged, to me. [Exitm 

"' ' ■ J J 1 ■ -I- -■■■.'■! ■ ' i ■-.. J I. I II ... .1. .. I .. 



ACT III. SCENE I. ^ 



Enter Belville, aw^HARCOURT. 

Beh/i^. 
And the moment Moody left me, I took an oppor- 
tunity of conveying some tender sentiments thro* 
Lucy, to Miss Peggy, and here I am, in expectation 
gf seeing my country goddess. 

Hare. And. so to blind Moody, and take him off 
the scent of your passion for this girl, and at the same 
time, to give me an opportunity with Sparkish*s mis- 
tress, (and of which I have made the most) you 
hinted to him with a grave melancholy face, that you 
were dying for his sister — Gad- a- mercy, nephew! I 
will back thy modesty against any other in the three 
kingdoms — It will do, Dick. 

Beh, What could I do, uncle ? — it was my last 
stake, and I played for a great deal. 



JSIIL THE COUNTRT GIRL. 43 

Hare, You mistake me, Dick- 1 don't say you 

could do better— —I only can't account for your mo- 
desty's doing so much ; you have done such wonders, 
that If who am rather bold than sheepish, have not 
yet ceased wondering at you. But do you think that 
you imposed upon him i 

Belv. Faith, I can't say—I am rather doubtful ; 
he said very little, grumbled much, shook his head, 
and shewed me the door. But what success have you 
had with Alithea } 

Hare, Just enough to have a glimmering of hope» 
without having light enough to see an inch before 

my nose.' This day will produce something ; 

Alithea is a woman of great honour, and will sacri- 
fice her happiness to it, unless Sparkish*s absurdity 
stands my friend, and does every thing that the fates 
ought to do for me. 

Belv. Yonder comes the prince of coxcombs, and 
if your mistress and mine should by chance, be trip-* 

ping this way, this fellow will spoil sport let us 

avoid him — ^you can't cheat him before his face. 

Hare, But I can tho', thanks to my wit, and his 
want of it. 

Belv. But you cannot come near his mistress but 
in his company. 

Hare, Still the better for me, nephew, for fools arc 
most easily cheated, when they themselves are acces* 
saries ; and he is to be bubbled of his mistress, or of 
-his money, the (common mistress) by keeping him 
company, 

Eij 
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Enter Sparkish. 

Spark. Who's that that is to be bubbled? faith, let 
me shack ; I han*t met with a bubble since Christmas. 
*Gad, I think bubbles are like their brother-wood- 
cocks, go out with the cold weather. 

Hare. O pox I he did not hear all, I hope. 

[_ Aside to Belville. 

Spark. Come, you bubbling rogues, you, where do 
we sup ? O Harcourty my mistress tells me you have 
made love, fierce love to her last night, all the play 
iong ; ha, ha, ha I but I— — 

Hare. I make love to her ! 

Spark. Nay, I forgive thee, and I know her, but 
I am sure I know myself. 

Beiv. Do you, sir ? Then you are the wisest man 
in the world, and I honour you as such. [Bowings 

Spark. O your servant, sir, you a re at your raillery, 
are you ? You can't oblige me more— I'm your man 
—He'll meet with his match — Ha ! Harcourt! — Did 
not you hear me laugh prodigiously at the play last 
night ? 

Hare. Yes, and was very much disturb^ at it.— 
You put the a6lors and audience into confusion — ^and 
All your friends out of countenance. 

Spark. So much the better — I love confusion — ^and 
to see folks out of countenance — I was in tip -top spi- 
rits, faith, and said a thousand good things. 

Belv. But I thought you had gone to plays to laugh 
at the poet's good things, and not at your own. 
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Spark, Your servant, sir: no, I thank you. 'Gad 
I go to a play, as to a country treat : I carry my own 
wine to one, and my own wit to t'other, or else I'm 
sure I should not be merry at either : and the reason 
why we are so often louder than the players, i», be- 
cause we hate authors damnably. 

Belv, But why should you hate the poor rogues ? 
you have too much wit, and despise writing I'm 
sure. 

Spark, O yes, I despise writing. But women, wo- 
men, that make men do all foolish things, make 'em 
write songs too. Every body does it : 'tis e*en as 
common with lovers, as playing with fans, and you 
can no more help rhyming to your Phillis, than drink- 
ing to your Phillis. 

Hare. But the poets damn'd your songs, did they? 

Spark, O yes, damn the poets ; they turn'd them 
into burlesque, as they call it: that burlesque, is a 
hocus pocus trick they have got, which, by the virtue 
of hi6lius do^ius, topsy turvy, they make a clever 
witty thing, absolute nonsense ! Do you know, Har- 
court, that they ridiculed my last song, twangs twangs 
the best I ever wrote ? 

Hare. That may be, and be very easily ridiculed 
for all that. 

Belv, Favour me with it, sir, I never heard it. 

Spark, What, and have all the park about us? 

Hare, Which you'll not dislike, and so, pr'ythee, 
begin. 

Spark, I never am ask'd twice, and so have at you. 

• w \ • • • 
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SONG. 

Tell not me of the roses andriilies^ 

Which tinge the fair chetk of your Phillis^ 

Tell, not me of the dimples^ and eyes^ 

For which silly Corydon dies ; 
Let all whining lovers go hang. 

My heart would you hit, 

Tip your arrow with wit^ 
And it comes to my heart zoith a tzoang^ twangs 
And it comes to my heart with a twang, 

lam roch to the handsome, and pretty y 

Can only be touched by the witty ; 

And beauty will ogle in vain, 

The way to my heart's thro^ my brain. 
Let all whining lovers go hang. 

We wits, you must hnow. 

Have too strings to our bow. 
To return them their darts with a twang, twang. 
And return them their darts with a twang. 

At the end of the song Harcourt and Belville steal away 
from Sparkish, and leave him singing—^ — He sinhs 
his voice by degrees, at the surprise of their being gone ; 
then 

Enter Harcotjrt and Belvillb* 

Spark, What the deuce did you go away for ? 
Hare, Your mistress is coming. 
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Spark* The devil she is — O hide, hide me from 
her. [^Hides behind Harcourt. 

Hare, She sees you. 

Spark. But I will not see her : for I'm engaged^ 
and at this instant. [Looking at his watch* 

Hare. Pray first take me, and reconcile me to her. 

Spark. Another time ; faith, it is to a lady, and one 
cannot make excuses to a woman, 

Beiv. You have need of 'em, I believe. 

Spark. Pshaw, pr'ythee hide me. 

£n/^rMooDY, Pegg Y(^t« boy^s cloatksj and AnTHLA. 

Hare. Your servant, Mr. Moody. 

Moody. Come along— [To Peggy. 

Peg. Lau 1 — what a sweet delightful place this isl 

Moody. Come along, I say- ■ don't stare about you 

so you'll betray yourself— 

[Exit Moody pulling Peggy, AliihedL Jbllowing* 

Hare. He does not know us 

Belv. Or he won't know us 

Spark. So much the better [Ex. Bel. afierthem. 

Hare. Who is that pretty youth with him, Sparkish \ 

Spark. Some relation of Peggy's, I suppose, for he 
is something like her in the face and gawkiness. 

Re-enter Belville. 

Belv. By all my hopes, uncle — Peggy in boy's 

clothes — I am all over agitation. [Aside to Hare* 

Hare. Be quiet, or you'll spoil all. They return 

■ ■ Alithca has seen you, Sparkish, and will b^ 
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angry if you don't go to her : besides, I would fain be 
reconciled to her, which none but you can do, my 
dear friend. 

Spark. Weil, that's a better reason, dear friend : I 
would not go near her now for hers or my own sake; 
but I can deny you nothing: for tho* I have known 
thee a great while, never go, if I do not love thee as 
well as a new acquaintance. 

Hare, I am obliged to you, indeed, my dear friend : 
I would be well with her, only to be well with thee 
still ; for these ties to wives usuallv dissolve all ties 
to friends. 

Spark, But they shan't, tho'— Come along. 

[They retire. 

iZe-«n/«r Moody, Pcoar, tfff</ Alithea. 

Moody, Sister, if you will not go, we must leave 
you : [To Alithea.] — The fool her gallant and she 
will muster up all the young saunterers of this place. 
What a swarm of cuckolds and cuckold-makers are 
here 1 1 begin to be uneasy. [Aside,'] Come let's be 
gone, Peggy. 

Peg, Don't you believe that, I han't half my belly- 
ful of sights yet. 

Moody, Then walk this way. 

Peg, Lord, what a power of fine folks are here. 
And Mr. Belvllle, as I hope to be m trried. [Aside. 

Moody, Come along, what are you a mattering at } 

Peg, There's the young gentleman there, you were 
«o angry abou t that's in love with me. 
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Moody, No, no, he's a dangler after your siste»— or 

pretends to be— but they are all bad alike— Come 

along, I say. [He fntils ker away. 

[Exeunt Peggy, and Moody. l^WiWt following. 

Spahkish, Harcourt, and Alithba comtforrward. 

Spark. Come, dear madam, for my sake you shall 
be reconciled to him. 

Alith* For your sake I hate him. 

Hare. That*s something too cruel, madam, to hate 
xne, for his sake. 

Spark. Ay, indeed, madam, too, too cruel to me, 
to hate my friend for my sake. 

Alitk, I hate him, because he is your enemy ; and 
you ought to hate him too, for making love to me, if 
you love me. 

Spark. That's. a good one! I hate a man for loving 
you 1 If he did love you, 'tis but what he can't help ; 
and 'tis your fault, not his, if he admires you. 

Alitk, Is it for your honour, or mine, to suffer a 
man to make love to me, who am to marry you to- 
morrow. 

Hare. But why, dearest madam, will you be more 
concerned for his honour than he is himself ^ Let 
his honour alone for my sake and his. He has no 
honour. 

Spark. How's that} 

Hare. But what my dear friend can guard himself. 

Spark. O ho that's right again. 

AUth. You astonish me, sir, with want of jealousy. 
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Spark, And yon make me giddy, madam, with your 
jealousy and fears, and virtue and honour : 'Gad, I 
see virtue makes a woman as troublesome as a little 
reading or learning. 

Hare, Come, madam, you see you strive in vain to 
make him jealous of me : my dear friend is the kind- 
est creature in the world to me. 
' Spark. Poor fellow ! 

Hare. But his kindness only is not enough for me, 
without your favour, your good opinion, dear ma- 
dam : 'tis that must perfe6t my happiness. • Good 
gentleman, he believes all I say : wou*d you would 
do so. — Jealous of me 1 I would not wrong him nor 
you for the world. 

Spark. Look you tliere : hear him, hear him, and 
not walk away so. Come back again. 

[ Alithea walks carelessly to and fro. 

Hare. I love you, madam, so- 

Spark. How's that ! nay— now you begin to go too 
far indeed. 

Hare. So much, I confess, I say I love you, that 
I would not have you miserable, and cast yourself 
away upion so «inworthy and inconsiderable a thing as 
what you see here. 

' {Clapping his kand oh kis Breast, points to Sparkish. 

Spark. No, faith, I believe thou wouldst not ; now 
his meaning is plain ; but I knew before thou wouldst 
not wrong me, nor her. 

Hare. No, no. Heavens forbid the glory of her sex 
.should Call so low, as into theembraces of such a con- 
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temptible wretch, the least of mankind — ray dear 
friend here— 1 injure him. 

Alith, Very well. [Embracing Sparkish. 

Spark, No, no, dear friend, I knew it : madam, 
you $ee he will rather wrong himself than roe in giv* 
ing himself such names. 

Alith. Do not you understand him yet } 

Spark, Come, come, you shall stay till he has sa-' 
luted you ; that I may be assured you are friends, 
after his honest advice and declaration : come, pray, 
madam, be friends with him. 

Enter MooDY and Peggy. Belville at a distance. 

Moody, What, invite your wife to kiss men I Mon« 
strous I Are you not ashamed ? 

Spark, Are you not ashamed, that I should have 
more confidence in the chastity of your family, than 
you have ? You must not teach me, I am a man of 
honour, sir, though I am frank and free; I am frank, 
sir 

Moody, Very frank, sir, to share your wife with 

' your friends.—You seem to be angry, and yet won't 

go. [To Alithea* 

j^litk. No impertinence shall drive me away. 

Mocdy. Because you like it.-^But you ought to 
blush at exposing your wife as you do. 

Spark, What then? It may be I have a pleasure 
in*t, as I have to shew fine clothes at a play-house, 
the first day, and count money before poor rogues. 
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Moody* He that shews his wife or moneyy will be in 
danger of having them borrowed sometimes. 

Spark* I love to be envied^ and would not marry a 
wife that I alone could love. Loving alone is as dull 
as eating alone ; and so good- night, for I must to 
Whitehall. — Madam, I hope you are now reconciled 
to my friend ; and so I wish you a good night, ma- 
dam^ and sleep if you can; for to-morrow, you 
know, I must visit you early with a canonical gentle- 
man. Good night, dear Uarcourt — remember to 
send your brother. [£xt/ ^parkish. 

Hare. You may depend upon me. Madam, I hope 
you will not refuse my visit to-morrow, if it should 
be earlier, with a > canonical gentleman, than Mr. 
Sparkish \ 

Moody, This gentlewoman is yet under my care, 
therefore you must yet forbear your freedom with her. 

Hare, Must, sirl 

Moody, Yes, sir, she is my sister. 

, Hare, *Tis well she is, sir for I must be her 

servant, sir.- "Madam 

Moody, Come away, sister, we had been gone if it 
had not been for you, and so avoided these lewd 
rake-hells, who seem to haunt us. 

Hare, I see a little time in the country makes a 
man turn wild and unsociable, and only fit to con- 
verse with his horses, dogs, and his herds. 

Moody, I have business, sir, and must mind it : your 
business is pleasure, therefore you and I must go dif- 
ferent ways* 
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Hare. Well, you may go on ; but this pretty young 
gentleman \udes hold of Peggy] shall stay with us, 
for I suppose his business is the same with ours, 
pleasure. 

Moody, *Sdeath, he knows her, she carries it so sil- 
lily ; yet if he does not, I should be more silly to 
discover it first. [Aside^l Come, come. 

Hare. Had you not rather stay with us? [7^ P^ggy*] 
Pr'ythee, who is this pretty young fellow } 

Moody, One to whom I am a guardian.-— I wish I 
could keep her out of your hands. [Aside, 

Hare, Who is he ? I never saw any thing so pretty 
in all my life. 

Moody, Pshaw, do no look upon him so much, 
he*s a poor bashful youth, youMl put him out of 
countenance. [Offers to take her away. 

Hare, Here, nephew, let me introduce this young 
gentleman to your acquaintance — You are very like, 
and of the same age, and should know one another-— 
Salute him, Dick, H la Fran^oise. [Belville kuies her. 

Moody, I hate French fashions. Men kiss one an- 
other. [Endeavours to take hold of her. 

Peg, I am out of my wits ■ What do you kiss me 
for } I am no woman. 

Hare, But you are ten times handsomer. 

Peg, Nay, now you jeer one ; and pray don't jeer 
me* 

Hare, Kiss him again, Dick. 

Moody, No, no, no ; come away, come away. 

[To Peggy, 

F 
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Hare. Why, what ha*tc arc you in \ Why won't 
you let me talk with him f 

Moody. Because you'H debauch him, he's yet young 
and innocent. How she gazes upon him 1 The devil 1 
[Aiide.'] Come, pfay let him go, I cannot stay fooling' 
sny longer ; I tell you my wife stays supper for us. 

Hare, Does she i Come then, we'll all. go sup with 
her. 

Moody. No, no— now I think on't, having staid s<r 
loiig for us, 1 warrant she's gone to bed.— 1 wish she 
and I were well out of your hands. [^/iside. 

Hare. Weil then, if she be gone to bed— I wish her 
and you a good night. But pray, young gentleman, 
present my humble service to her. 

Peg. Thank you heartily, sir. [Botoing* 

Moody, 'Sdeath, she will discover herself yet in 
spite of me. [Aside, 

Btlvt And mine too, sir. 

Peg. That I will, indeed. [Bowing. 

Hare* Pray, give her this kiss for me* 

[Kisses Peggy. 

Moody. O heavens I what do I suffer ? 
'> -Belv. And this for me* [Kisses Peggy. 

Peg. Thank you, sir. [Curtesies, 

Moody. O the idiot— now 'tis out— Ten thousand 
cankers gnaw away their lips. Come, come, driveler. 

[Exeunt Moody, Peggy and Alithea. 

Hare, and Belv. Ha, ha, hal- [Exeunt* 

Re-enter MoonY y Peccv, ani Alithea. 
Moody. So, they are gone, at last. — Sister, stay with 
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Peggy — 'till I find my servant— don't let her stir an 
inch, I'll be back dircf^ly, [Exit Moody. 

Re-enter HarcouRT nfK/BELVlLLB. 

Hare. What, not gone yet }-«*Nephcwy shew the 
young gentleman Riosanioiid's pond, while I speak 
another word to this lady. 

Beh. Shall I have that pleasure. 

Peg. With all my heart and soul, sir. 

[Exeunt Selviiie and Peggy. 

Aliik* I CMiQot consent to it, indeed. 

Hart. Let *em look upon the place where so many 
despairing levers have been destroyed-— You must inr 
dulge them— and me too in a few words. 

[ Alithea and Harcourt struggle. 

AUtk. My brother will go distradbed. 

Hurc. My nephew is a very modest young man^ 
you may depend upon his prudence* 
. AUtL Modest, prudent, and your nephew — I can*^ 
believe it, and I must follow them. [G<nng. 

Re-enter Moody. 

Moody. Where! how!— what's become of— gone— 
whither ? 

j4lith. In the next walk only, brother. 

Moody. Only, only, where, where ? [Bxit* 

Hare. What's the matter with him ) Why so much 
concerned ? But, dearest madam j i j ! ■ » ■ 

Fij 
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Re-enter Moody. 

Moody, Gone, gone, not to be found ; quite gone ; 
ten thousand plagues go with 'em; which way went 
they? 

Alkh, But in t'other walk, brother. 

Moody. T'other walk— t'other devil. Where are 
they, I say? 

Alith, You are too abusive brother, and too violent 
about trifles. 

. Moody. You know where they are, you infamous 
wretch, eternal shame of your family ; which you do 
not dishonour enough yourself, you thinkj but you 
must help her to it too, thou legion o f— 

AlUh. Good brothe r - ' 

Moody. Damn'd, damn'd sister ! [Exit. 

Alith. Shew me to my chair, Mr. Harcourt— His 
scurrility has overpower'd me — I will get rid of his 
tyranny and your importunities, and give my hand 
to Sparkish to-morrow morning. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Changes to another part of the Park. Enter B £ L v i L le 

and Miss Veggy. 

Belv. No disguise could conceal you from my 
heart ; I pretended not to know you, that I might de- 
ceive the dragon that continually watches over you*— 
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but now he's asleep, let us fly from imseiy to hap* 
piness. 

Peg. Indeed, Mr. BeWille, as wdl as I like you, I 
can't think of going away with you so — and as mucft 
as I hate my guardian, I must take leave of him a 
little handsomely, or he will kill me, so he will. 

Belu, But, dear Miss Peggy, think of your situa- 
tion; if we don't maka the best use of this oppor- 
tunity, we never may have another. 

Peg. Ay, but Mr. Belville — I am as good as mar- 
ried already— my guardian has contradled me, and 
there wants nothing but church ceremony to make us 
one^— I call him husband, and he calls me wife al- 
ready : he made me do so ;— and we had been mar- 
ried in church long ago, if the writings could have 
been finish'd. 

Belv. That's his deceit, my sweet creature — He 
pretends to Have married you, for fear of your liking 
any body else— You have a right to choose for your- 
self, knd there is no law in heaven or earth that binds 
you before marriage to a man you cannot like. 

Peg. I'fack, no more I believe it does; sister Ali- 
fhea's maid has told me as much-^she's a very sen- 
sible girl, i 

Beiv. You are in the very jaws of perdition^ and 

nothing but running away can avoid it the law 

will finish your chains to-morrow, and tlie church 
will rivet them the day after— Let us secure our 
happiness by escape, and love and fortune will do the 
rest for us* 

Fiij 
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Peg. These arc fine sayings, to be sure, Mr. BcU 
ville 5 but how shall we get my fortune out of Bud*s 
clutches ? We must be a little cunning ; 'tis worth 
trying for^-We can at any time run away without it. 

Belv. I see by your fears, my dear Peggy, that you 
live in awe of this brutal guardian; and if he has you 
once more in his possession, both you and your for- 
tune are secured to him for ever. 

Peg. Ay, but it shan't tho' — I thank him for that. 

Beiv. If you marry without his consent, he can but 
seize upon half your fortune — The other half, and a 
younger brother's fortune, with a treasure of love, are 
our own — ^Take it, my sweetest Peggy, and this mo- 
ment, or we shall be divided for ever. 

[^Kneels and presses her hand* 

Peg. rfackins, but we won't — Your fine talk has 

bewitch'd me. 

Beh. *Tis you have bewitch'd me— thou dear, en- 
chanting, sweet simplicity Let us fly with the 

wings of love to my house there, and we shall be safe 
for ever. 

Peg. And so we will then — ^there squeeze me again 
by the hand ; now rUn away with me, and if my 
guardy follows us, the devil take the hindmost, I say. 
{Going.] Bool here he is. 

Enter MoODY hastily ^ and meets them. 

Moody. O I there's my stray 'd sheep, and the wolf 
again in sheep's clothing I — Now I have recovered 
her, I shall come to my senses again — Where have 
you been, you puppy ? 
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Peg, Been, Bud ? — We have been hunting all over 
the park to find you. 

Belv, From one end to the other, sir. [Confusedly. 

Moody, But not where I was to be found, you young 
devil you — ^Why did you start when you saw me ? 

Peg, I'm always frighten'd when I see you, and if 
I did not love you so well — I should run away from 
you, so 1 should. - [^Poutingm 

Moody, But I'll take care you don't. 

Peg* This gentleman has a favour to beg of you. 
Bud ? [Belville makes signs of dislike. 

Moody, I am not in the humour to grant favours to 
young gentlemen, tho' you may. What have you been 
doing with this young lady ? — ^gentleman, I would 
say — Blisters oh my tongue I 

Peg, Fie, Bud, you have told all. 

Belv» I have been as civil as I could to the young 
stranger; and if you'll permit me, I will take the 
trouble oiF your hands, and shew the young spark 
Rosamond's pond, for he has not seen it yet — Come, 
pretty youth, will you go with me ? 

Peg, As my guardian pleases. 

Moody, No, no, it does not please me — ^whatevcr I 
think he ought to see, I shall show him myself— You 
may visit Rosamond's pond, if you will — and the 
bottom of it, if you will — And so, sir, your humble 
servant. [^Exeunt Moody, with Peggy under his arm, — 

Belville a contrary way. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



Moody's house* Enter Lvcy and Alithz a. 

Lucy, 
^A' ELL, madam, now I have dress'd you, and set you 
out with so many ornaments, and spent so much time 
upon you, and all this for no other purpose but to 
bury you alive ; for I look upon Mr. Sparkish*s bed 
to be little better than a grave. 

Alith^ Hold your peace. 

Lucy, Nay> madam, I will ask you the reason why 
you would banish poor Mr. Harcourt for ever from 
your sight ^ how could you be so hard-hearted. 

Alitk', *Twas because I was not hard-hearted. 

Lucy, No, no; 'twas stark love and kindness, I 
warrant ? 

Alith, It was so ; I would see him no more, because 
I love him. 

Lucy, Hey-day I a very pretty reason. 

Alith, You do not understand me. 

Lucy. I wish you may yourself. 

Alith. I was engaged to marry, you sec, another 
man, whom my justice will not suffer me to deceive, 
or injure. 

Lucy, Can there be a greater cheat or wrong done 
io a man, than to give him your person, without your 
heart ? I should make a conscience of it. 

Alith. I'll retrieve it for him after I am married. 

ft 
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Lucy. The woman that marries to love better, will 
be as much mistaken, as the rake that marries to live 
better. 
AiitA. What nonsense you talk 1 
Lucy, 'Tis a melancholy truth, madam, — Marrying 
to increase love, is like gaming to becdme rich 
Alasl you only lose what little stock you had before 
T here are many woeful examples of it in this 
righteous town! 

^JitA. I find by your rhetoric you have been bribed 
to betray me. 

Lucy. Only by his merit, that has bribed your heart, 
you see, against your w<»-d and rigid honour. 

Jltth. Come, pray talk no more of honour, nor Mr. 
Harcourt ; I wish the other would come to secure my 
fidelity to him, and his right in me. 
Lu(y, You will marry him then ? 
AlitA. Certainly; I have given him already my 
word, and will my hand too, to make it good when 
he comes. 

Lucy, Well, I wish I may never stick a pin more, if 

he be not an errant natural to t'other fine gentleman. 

AiitA, I own he wants the wit of Harcourt, which 

I will dispense withal for another want he has, which 

is want of jealousy, which men of wit seldom want. 

Lucy. Lord, madam, what should you do with a, 
fool to your husband ? You intend to be honest, don't 
you ? Then that husbandly virtue, credulity, is thrown 
away upon you. 

Aitth. He only that could suspedl my virtue, should 
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have cause to do it ; 'tis Sparkish's confidence in my 
truth, that obliges me to be faithful to him. 

Lucy. What, faithful to a creature who is incapable 
of loving and esteeming you as he ought ! To throw 
away your beauty, wit, accomplishments, sweet tem- 
per 

Altth. Hold your tongue. 

Lucy, That you know I can't do, madam ; and upon 
this occasion, I will talk for ever — What, give your- 
self away to one, that poor I, your maid, would not 
accept of? 

Alitk, How, Lucy ! 

Lucy. I would not, upon my honour, madam ; *ti8 
never too late to repent — Take a man, and givo'up 
your coxcomby T say. 

. ^ Enter Servant, 

Serv. Mr. Sparkish, with company, madam, at- 
tends you below. 

A/it A. I will wait upon 'em^ [£«V. SertMint.'] My 
heart begins to fail me, but I must go through with 
it. Go with me, Lucy. [Exii* 

Lucy, Not I, indeed, madam— —If you will leap 
the precipice, you shall fall by yourself— What excel- 
lent advice have I thrown away I— So I'll e'en take it 

where it will be more welcome. Miss Peggy is 

bent upon mischief against her guardian, and she can't 
have a better privy>counsellor than myself — I must 
be busy one way or another. [Exit* 



AB IVm THE COUNTRY GIRL. 63 



SCENE II. 



Another chamber in MoODY'i house. Enter Moody 

ani Peggy. 

Moody • I saw him kiss your hand before you saw 
me. This pretence of liking my sister was all a blind 
—the young abandoned hypocrite! [Aside ] Tell me, 
I say, for 1 know he likes you, and was hurrying you 
to his house— tell me, I say ■ 

Peg. Lord, han't 1 told it a hundred times over ? 

Moody* I would try if, in the repetition of the un- 
grateful tale, I could find her altering it in the least 
circumstance ; for if her story be false, she is so too. 
[Aside,"] Come, how uas't, baggage \ 

Peg. Lord, what a pleasure you take to hear it, 
sure ? W 

Moody. No, you take more in telling it, I find ; but 
^peak, how was*t ? No lies — I saw him kiss you — he 
kiss'd you before my face. 

Peg. Nay, you need not be so angry with him nei- 
ther ; for, to say truth, he has the sweetest breath I 
ever knew. 

Moody, The devil! — you were satisfied with it then, 
and would do it again ?■ 

Peg. Not unless he should force me. 

Moody. Force you, chdngeling. 

Peg. If I had struggled too much, you know — he 
would have known I had been a woman ; so I was 
qiii^t, for fear of being found out. 
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Moody. If you had been in petticoats, you would 
have knocked him down, would not you ? 

Peg, With what, Bud i 1 could not help my- 
self — besides, he did it so modestly, and blush'd so— 
that I almost thought him a girl in men's clothes, and 
upon his mummery too, as well as me — and if sq, 
there was no harm done, you know.' 

Moody, This is worse and worse-— so 'tis plain she 
loves him, yet she has not love enough to make her 
conceal it from me ; but the sight of him will increase 
her aversion for me, and love for him ; and that love 
instruct her how to deceive, me, and satisfy him, all 
idiot as she is : Love, 'twas he gave women first their 
craft, their art of deluding ; out of Nature's hands 
they came plain, open, silly, and fit for slaves, as she 
and Heav'n intended 'em, but damn'd Love — well— 
I must strangle that little monster, whilst I can deal 
with him. [yf«V/«.] — Go, fetch pen, ink, and paper, 
out of the next room. 

Peg, Yes, I will, Bud. What's the matter now ? 

\^ Aside* 

Moody, Why don't you go ? 

Peg, I'm going. [Exit. 

Moody, This young fellow loves her, and she loves 
him— the rest is all hypocrisy How the young mo- 
dest villain endeavoured to deceive me ! But I'll crush 
this mischief in the shell — Why should women have 
•'^ more invention in love than men ? It can only be, be- 
cause they have more desire, more soliciting passions, 
moreof tijWevil. \^Aside.'] \_Enter iPeggy, with pen, 
ink, an^sfllptr.l Come, minx, 9^ down and write* 



ABW. the country girl. 65 

Peg, Ay, dear, dear Bud ; but I can't do*t very 
well. 

Moody. I wish you could not at all. 

Peg, But what should I write for ? 

Moody, I'll haveyou write a letter to this young man. 

Peg, O Lord, to the young gentleman a letter. 

Moody, Yes, to the young gentleman. 

Peg. Lord, you do but jeer : sure you jest. 

Moody. I am not so merry : come, sit down, and 
write as I bid you. 

Peg. What do you think I am a fool ? 

Moody. She's afraid I would not didtate any love to 
him, therefore she's unwilling. [Aside,"] — But you had 
best begin. 

Peg. Indeed and indeed but I won't so I won't. 

Moody, Why ? 

Peg. Because he's in town ; you may send for him 
here, if you will. 

Moody. Very well, you would have him brought to 
you ? — is it come to this ; I say, take the pen and ink 
and write, or you'll provoke me. 

Peg, Lord, what do you make a fool of me for ? 
Don't I know that letters are never writ but from 
»he country to London, and from London into the 
country 1 now he's in town, and I am in town too ; 
therefore I can't write to him, you know. 

Moody. So, I am glad it is no worse; she is inno- 
cent enough yet, [Aside.] Yes, you may, when your 
husband bids, write letters to people who arc in town- 

G 
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Peg. O may I so! then I am satisfied. 

Moody. Come, begin-^tV— IDiBaies*, 

Peg. Shan't I say, Dear Sir f you know 6ne says 
always something more than bare Sin 

Moody. Write as I bid yoU) or I will write some- 
thing with this pen-knife in your face. 

Peg. Nay, good Bud — 5i>— {Writes. 

Moody. Though I sufftred last night your nauseous 
loathed kisses and embraces'— Write 1 

Peg. Nay, why should I say so ? you know I told 
you he had a sweet breath. 

Moody, Write ! 

Peg, Let me put out loathed. 

Moody. Write I say. 

Peg. Well then. [Writes, 

Moody. Let me see what you have writ* 755a' / 
suffered last night your kisses and embraces — [Pedds tht 
paper. '] Thou impudent creature, where is nauseous and 
loathed ? 

Peg. I can*t abide to write such filthy wt>rd5. 

Moody. Once more write as Td have you, and 
question it not, or I will spoil your writing with this j 
I will stab out those eyes that cause my mischief. 

l^Holds up the pen^hni/im 

Peg. Lord, 1 will. 

Moody. So-^-so-^t's see now > tki>^ I suffered UsH 

night yaur nauseous loathed kisses and tnbrates ; go on, 

'^yet I toould not have you presume that you shall ever re^ 

peat M««— -so {SAe wriies^ 

Peg. I have writ it. 

1 
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Moody^ O then- — / then concealed myself from your 
knowledge^ to avoid your. insolencits-^^^ ^Sbe writes. 

Peg. To avoid — 

Moody. Tour insblencie s * >> 

Peg- Tour insolencies. ^Writes, 

Moody. The same reason^ now lam out of your hands — >■ 

Peg. So- ■ [She writes. 

Moody. Makes me own to you my unfortunate — tho* in » 
nocent frolic of being in mah*s clothes. [She writes. 

Peg, So— — ^ — - 



Moody. That you may for evermore — -^ 

p€g. Evermore f 

Moody, Evermore cease to pursue her, who hates and 
detests you. [She writes, 

Peg» So— h, [Sighs, 

Mooody. What do you sigh for \~-^tests you^^as 
much as she loves her husband and her honour — 

Peg, I vow, husband, he*U ne'^r believe I should 
write such a letter. 

Moody, What, he'd expeft a kinder from you? 
Come, now your name only. ♦ 

Peg, What, shan't I say your most faithful humble 
Sfsrvant till death ? 

Moody, No, tormenting fiend— —^Her stile, I find 
would be very soft. [Aside.] Come, wrap it up now, 
whilst I go fetch wax and a candle, and write on the 
outside. For Mr, Belville, [Exit Moody. 

Peg, for Mr, Belville.-^S^^l am glad he is gone 
•^Hark 1 I hear a noise, 

Gij 
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Moody. [wztAin,'] Well, well, but can't you call 
■ again— —*Well, walk in then.-^-^ 

Peg. [jgoes to the door,'] Pfeck there's folks with hira 

— that's pure— —now I may think a little -Why 

should I send dear Mr. Belville such a letter ? — Can 
one have no shift ? ah I a London woman would have 

had a hundred presently. iStay-^= what if I 

should write a letter, and wrap it up like this, and 

write upon it too ? Ay, but then my guardian 

would see't— I don't know what to do But yet 

y'vads I'll try, so I will — for I will not send this letter 
to pocM" Mr. Belville, come what will on't. [She writes^ 
and repeats what she torites."] Dear^ sweety Mr. Belville 
•—so — My guardian would have me send you a base, rude 
letter, hut 1 worCt — so— and, would have me say, I hate 

you — 6ut I wonH there -for Pm sure if you and I 

were in the country at cards together — so — / could not help 

treading on your toe under the table so pray keep at 

home, for I shall be with you as soon as I can so no> 

more at present from one who am, dear, dear, poor, dear 
Mr, Belville, your loving friend till death, Margaret 
Thrift, — So— now wrap it up just like t'other — 'So — 
now write, For Mr. Belville — But oh I what shall I do 
with it ? for here comes my guardian. 

[^Puts the letter in her bosom* 

Enter MooDT, with a candle and sealing wax. 
Moody. I have been detained by a sparkish coxcomb, 
who pretended to visit me, but I fear 'twas to my 
wife. lAside.'] What have you done J 
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Peg. Ay, ay, But, just now. 

Moody* Let's see't ; what do you tremble for ?— ^ 

[Htf opens and reads the first letter. 

Peg, So I had been served if I had given him this, 

l^Mide^ 

Moody. Come, where's the wax and seal ? 

• Peg, Lord, what shall I do now ? Nay, then I have 

it-^jiside.y^prsky let me see*t. Lord, you think me so 

errand a fool, I cannot seal a letter; I will do't, so I 

will. [Snatckes ike Utter from him, changes it for the 

other, seals it, and delivers it to hiin,'\ 

Moody. Nay, I believe you will learn that and other 
things too, which I would not have you. 

Peg. So, han't I done it curiously ? I think I have 
-^there's my letter going to Mr. Belville, since he'll 
needs have me send letters to folks. [Aside, 

Mmdy, *Tis very well, but I warrant you would not 
have it go now? 

Peg. YeS|, indeed, but I would. Bud, now. 

Moody* Well, you are a good girl then. Come, 
let me lock you up in your chamber, tilQ come back; 
and be sure you come not within three strides of the 
window, when I am gone ; for I have a spy in the 
street. {Puts her inio the chamber ^1 At least 'tis fit she 
thinks so ; if we do not cheat women, they'll cheat us, 
—--Now I have secured all within, I'll deal with the 
foe without, with false intelligence, \lxiu 

Gf 1 1 
JIJ 
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SCENE III. 



tkanges to Belville'j lodgings. Enter lifCr and 

B£LVILLB« 

titty. I run great risques, to be sure^ to serve the 

ybung lady, and you, sir but I know you are d 

gentleman of honour, and would scerri ta betray a 
friend who means you well, and is above being mer- 
cenary. 

Beh. As you are hot mercenary, Mrs. Locy, I 
ougfit to be the more generous— give me leave to 
present you with this trifle, [jgivet a ring.'\ not as a 
reward for your services, but as a small token of 
friendship, 

Lucy. Tho* I scorn to be bribed in any cause, yet 
1 am proud to accept it, as a mark of your regard, 
and as such shall keep it for your sake^and now to 

business. 

Beiv* But has the dear creature resolved ? 

Lucy* Has she--*^why, she will nm away and marty 
you, in spite of your teeth, the first moment she can 
break prison— so you. In your turn, must take care 

not to have your qualms ■ ■ ■ ■ ■! have known several 

bold gentlemen not able to draw their swords, when 
a challenge has come too quick upon 'em. 

Beiv, I assure you, Mrs. Lucy, that I am no bully 
in love, and Miss Peggy will meet with her match, 
fcome when she will* 
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Lucy. Ay, so you all say, but talking does ao bu* 
siness— Stay at home till you hear from us. 
Belv, Blessings on thee, Lucy, for the thought. 

Moody speaking without. 

Moody, But I must and will see him, let him have 
what company he will. 

Lucy. As I hope to be married, Mr. Belville, I 
hear Mr. Moody's voice — Where shall I hide my- 
self? — if he sees me, we are all undone. 

Belv. This is our cursed luck again— What the 
devil can he want here ? I have lost my senses— get 
into this closet till he*s gone. [Puts Lucy into the clo^ 
tttJ\ This visit means something ; I am quite con- 
founded — Don't you stir, Lucy— «I must put the best 
face upon the matter— — Now for it-- 

\Takei a book and reads • 

Enter MooDY. ^ 

Moody. You will excuse me,' sir, for breaking thro* 
forms, and your servant's entreaties, to have the ho- 
nour—but you are alone, sir — your fellow told mc 
below that you were with company. 

Belv. Yes, sir, the best company. [Shews his book. '\ 
When I converse with my betters, I choose to have 
^em alone. 

Moody And I chose to interrupt your conversa- 
tion I the business of my errand must plead my ex* 
cuse* 
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Beh, You shall be always welcome to me ; but 
you seem ruffled, sir ; what brings you hither, and so 
seemingly out of humour \ 

Moody, Your impertinency — I beg pardon — your 
modesty, I mean. 

Belv, My impertinency ! 

Moody, Your impertinency! 

Belv, Sir, from the peculiarity of your chara6ler, 
and your intimacy with my uncle, I shall allow you 
great privileges; but you must consider, youth has its 
privileges too ; and as I have not the honour of your 
acquaintance, I am not obliged to bear with your ill • 
humours or your ill-manners. 

Moo^* They who wrong me, young man, must 
bear with both) and if you had not made too free 
with me, I should have taken no liberties with you. 

Bclv, I could have wish'd, sir, to have found you a 
little more civil, the first time I have the honour of a 
visit from you. 

Moody, If that is all you want, young gentlemany 
you will find me very civil indeed I There, sir^ read 
that, and let your modesty declare whether I wgnt 
either kindness or civility-»-I/)ok you there, sir. 

[Givei a Utter* 

Belv. What is it ? 

Moody, Only a love-letter, sir;«— «and from my 
wife. 

Btlv. How, is it from your wife ?— hum and hum*<-» 

[Heads^ 
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Moody, Even from my wife, sir j am notl-won* 
derous kind and civil to you now too i But you'll not 
think her so. [Aside* 

Btlv, Ha ! is this a trick of his or her's. \^Asidem 

Moody, The gentleman's surpris'd, I find ? what, 
you expe6led a kinder letter ? 

Belv, No, faith, not I ; how could I \ 

Moody, Yes, yes, I'm sure you did ; a man so 
young, and well made as you are, must needs be dis- 
appointed, if the women declare not their passion at 
the first sight or opportunity. 

Belv, But what should this mean ? It seems he 
knows not what the letter contains I [Aside, 

Moody, Come, ne'er wonder at it so much. 

Belv, Faith, I can't help it. 

Moody, Now, I think, I have deserv'd your infinite 

friendship and kindness, and have shew'd myself suf* 

ficiently an obliging kind friend and husband — am I 

not so, to bring a letter from my wife to her gal- 
lant ^ 

Belv, Ay, indeed, you are the most obliging kind 

friend and husband in the world j ha, ha, ha I Pray, 
however, present my humble service to her, and tell 
her, I will obey her letter to a tittle, and fulfil her 
desires, be what they will, or with what difficulty 
soever I do't; and you shall be no more jealous of 
me, I warrant her, and you. 

Moody, Well then, fare you well, and play with 
any man's honour but mine, kiss any man's wife but 
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mine, and welcome — so, Mr. Modesty, your ser- 
vant, [/fi Moody is going out he is met by Sparkish. 

Spark, So, brother-in-law, that was to have been, 
I have followed you from home to Belville's : I have 
strange news for you. 

Moody, What, are you wiser than you were this 
morning ? 

Spark* Faith, I don't know but I am, for I have 
lost your sister, and I shan't eat half an ounce the less 
at dinner for it; there's philosophy for you. 

Moody. Insensibility, you mean — I hope you don't 
mean to use my sister ill, sir ? 

Spark, No, sir, she has used me ill ; she's in her 
tantrums — I have had a narrow escape, sir. 

Moody, If thou art endow *d with the smallest por* 
tion of understanding, explain this riddle. 

Belv, Ay, ay, pr'ythee, Sparkish, condescend to 
be intelligible. 

Spark, Why, you must know, we had settled to be 
married — it is the same thing to me, whether I am 
married or not— I have no particular fancy one way 
or another, and so I told your sister; off or on, 'tis 
the same thing to me ; but the thing was fix*d, you 
know— 'You and my aunt brought it about**^! had no 
hand in it. And, to shew you that I was as willing to 
marry your sister as any other woman, I suffered th^ 
law to tye me up to hard terms, and the church would 
have finished me still to harder— but she i^9S Uken 
withher tantr^msl 
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Moody* Damn your tantntms — come to the point. 

Spark, Your sister took an aversion to the parson^ 
Frank Harcourt's brother — abused him like a pick- 
pocket, and swore 'twas Harcourt himself. 

Moody. And so it was, for I saw him. 

Spark. Why, you are as mad as your sister— I tell 
you it was Ned, Frank's twin brother. 

Moody. What, Frank told you so ? 

Spark. Ay, and Ned too— — they were both in a 
story. 

Moody. What an incorrigible fellow I— ——Come, 
come, I must be gone. 

Spark. Nay,' nay, you shall hear my story out. » 

She walked up within pistol-shot of the church — then 
twirl'd round upon her heel — call*d me every name 
she could think of; and when she had eithausted hei* 
imagination, and tired her tongue — no easy matter, 
let me tell you — she called her chair, sent her foot- 
man to buy a monkey before my face, then bid me 
good-morrow with a sneer, and left us with our 
mouths open in the middle of a hundred people, who 
were all laughing at us I If these are not tantrums, I 
don't know what are. 

Moody. Ha, ha, ha ! I thank thee^ Sparkish, from 
my soul ; *tis a most exquisite story ; I have not had 
such a laugh for this half year — Thou art a most ridi- 
culous puppy, and I am infinitely obliged to theej 
ha, ha, ha! \^Exit Moo^y^ 

Spark. Did you ever hear the like, Belville ? 

Belv. O yes ; how is it possible to hear such a fool- 
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ish Story, and see thy foolish face, and not laugh at 
'em ; ha, ha, ha 1 

Lucy in the closet laughs* 

Spark, Hey-day I what's that? What, have you 
raised a devil in the closet, to make up a laughing 

chorus at me ? I must take a peep 

[Going to the closet. 

Belv. Indeed but you must not. 

Spark, 'Twas a woman^s voice. 

Belv. So much the better for me. 

Spark. Pr'ythee, introduce me. 

Belv. Though you take a pleasure in exposing your 
ladies, I choose to conceal mine. So, my dear 
Sparkish, lest the lady should be sick by too long a 
confinement, and laughing heartily at you — I must 
entreat you to withdraw — Pr*ythee, excuse me, I 
must laugh — ^ha, ha, ha, ha I 

Spark. Do you know that I begin to be angry, 
Belville ? 

Belv. I can*t help that ; ha, ha, ha 1 

Spark. My character's at stake — I shall be thought 
a damn*d silly fellow — I will call Alithea to an ac- 
count direftly. [£w>, 

Belv* Ha, ha, ha I 

"Lv CY peeping out. 

Lucy. Ha, ha, ha I O dear sir, let me have my 
laugh out, or I shall burst — What an adventure 1 

[Laughs. 
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Belv. My sweet Peggy has sent me the kindest 
letter — and by the dragon himself— There's a spirit 
for you ! 

- Lvcy, There's simplicity for you ! Shew me a town- 
bred girl with half the genius— iSend you a love-let- 
ter, and by a jealous guardian too ! ha, ha, ha 1 'Tis 

too much — too much Ha, ha, ha ! ■ Well, 

Mr. Belvillc— the world goes as it should do — my 
mistress will exchange her fool for a wit. Miss Peggy 
her brute for a pretty young fellow ; I shall dance at 
two weddings — be well rewarded by both parties — 
get a husband myself, and be as happy as the best of 
you — and so your humble servant. [£xzY. 

Belv. Success attend you, Luc y \^Exit, 
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Moody's /louse. Peggy doney Leaning on her elbow. 
A table J ptn^ ink, and paper. 

Well, 'tis e'en so, I have got the London disease 
they call love ; I am sick of my guardian, and dying 
for Mr. Belville 1 I have heard this distemper calPd 
a fever, but methinks it is like an ague; for, when I 
think of my guardian, I tremble, and am in a cold 
sweat ; but when I think of my gallant, dear Mr. 
Belville, ray hot fit comes, and I am all ux a fever in-' 
deed: my own chamber is tedious to me, and I would 

H 



fain ht removed to his, and ttien methinks I should 
be very weH. Ahl poor Mr. BcrvHk! Well, 1 
tcannot, will not stay here; therefore I'll make an end 
of ray letter to him, which shall be a finer letter than 
my last, because 1 ha^e studied it like any thing. 
Oh I sick, sick 1 

Enter Moody, tuko, seeing ^r turking^ stetUs softly 
Behind her^ and locking over her shoulder, snatches the 
paper from htr* 

Moody, What, writing more letters ? 

Peg. O Lord ! Bud, why d'ye ftight me »o ? 

[She offers to run out, he stops her and reuds. 

Moody. How's Urn 1 nay, you shall not stir, fna- 
dam. Dear^ deary dear Mr* BelviUe, — very well, I 
have taught you to write letters to good purpose — 
but let's see *t.— [/?««/*.] — Firsts i am to beg your par^ 
don for my boldness in writing to you, which l*d have you 
to hnow I would not have done, had you not said first 
you loved me so extremely ; . which, if you do, you will 
never suffer me to be another man^s, who I loathe, nauseate, 
and detest: (now you can write these filthy words,) 
But what follows X-^tkerefsrey I hope you will spudily 
Jmd sotne way to free me from tfki9 unfortunate match, 
which was never, iaaunyau, ^ my choice, but rut afraid 
His already toofsr gome\ however, pfyou lave me, as I 
do you, you toiil try what you can do ; you must help me 
away before tomorrow, or the, alas I I shall be for ever 
out of your reack, for 1 b«i- d^^ no longer o«r-— our— 
(wkat is to foUmv our^-*speid& what) eur journey into 
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|he CQuntry» I suppofic— ^-^(^» wonuuD^ dainn*d wo* 
man I and love, damn'd love I their old tempter ; 
for this is one of his nuracles : in a moment he can 
make those blind that could see, and those see that 
were blind ; those dumb that could speak, and those 
prattle that were dumb before.- ■ ■ ■ But make an 
end of your letter, and then I'll make an end of you 
thus, and all my plp^ues together. 

[Draojs his sword. 

Peg, O Lord I O Lord ! you are such a passionate 
nan, Bud I 

Moody. Come, take the pen, and make an end of 
the letter, just as you intended ; if you are false in a 
tittle, I shall soon perceive it, and punish you with 
this, as you deserve. [Lays his hand on his szaord.'] 
Write what was to follow— let's see—- ^(^K7« must 
make hasti and he^ me away Before to-morrow, or else I 
shall be for ever out of your reachy for I can defer no 
longer our^ what follows our ?— — - 

[Peggy takes the pen andtttrites, 

Peg^ Must all out then. Bud ?— .^Look you there 
then. 

Moody. Let's see (foyr I can defer no longer our 

wedding' Your slighted Alithea.) What's the 

meaning of this, my sister's name to't ? speak, un. 
riddle. 

Peg* Yes, indeed, Bud. 

Moody ^ But why her name to*t ? speak-*— speak^ 

\ sJty. 

Hij 
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^^g' Ay, but you'll tell her again : if you would 
not tell her again 

Moody. I will not ; I am stunn'd, my head turns 
round. Speak. 

Peg. Won't you tell her indeed, and indeed i 

Moody. No j speak, I say. 

Peg, She'll be angry with me; but I had rather she 
should be angry with roe than you, Bud. And to 
tell you the truth, 'twas she made me write the let- 
ter, and taught me what I should write. 

Moody. Hal — I thought the style was somewhat 
better than her own. [ Aside.] Could she come to you 
to teach you, since I had lock'd you up alone i 

Peg. Oh, thro' the key-hole. Bud. 

Moody. But why should she make you write a let- 
ter for her to him, since she can write herself? 

Peg. Why, she said because for I was unwil- 
ling to do it. 

Moody. Because, what because 

Peg. Because, lest Mr. Belville, as he was so 
young, should be inconstant, and refuse her, or be 
vain afterwards, and shew the letter, she might dis- 
own it, the hand not being hers. 

Moody. Belville again !- — ^Am I to be deceived 
again with that young hypocrite ? 

Peg. You have deceived yourself. Bud, you have 

indeed 1 have kept the secret for my sister's sake^ 

as long as I could but you must know it — * -and 

shall know it too. [Cries* 

Moody. Dry your eyes. 
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Peg. You always thought he was hankering after 
lifie — Good law 1 he's dying for AHthea, and Alithea 
for him — ^they have had private meetings — and he was 
making love to her before yesterday, from the tavern- 
window, when you thought it was me*^— -I would 
have discovered all — but she made me swear to de- 
ceive you, and so I have finely— have not I, Bud ? 

Moody. Why did you write that foolish letter to him 
then, and make me more foolish to carry it f 

Peg. To carry on the joke, Bud— to oblige them. 

Moody. And will nothing serve her but that great 
baby ?-^he*8 too young for her to marry. 

Pig, Why do you marry me 'then ? 'tis the same 
thing, Bud. 

Moody, No, no, 'tis quite different — How innocent 
she is! — ^This changeling could not invent this lyej 
^ut if she could, why should she ? Slie might think I 
should soon discover it. [>6aV(f.]— But hark you, ma- 
dam, your sister went out in the morning, and I 
have not seen her within since. 

Peg. Alack-a^day, she has been crying alt day 
above, it seems, in a corner. 

Moody. Where is she ? let me speak with her. 

Peg, O Lord I then she'll discover all. — [Aside.'^ 
Pray hold. Bud; what, d'ye mean to discover me ! 
shcUl know I have told you then. Pray, Bud, let me 
talk with her first. 

Moody, 1 must speak with her, to know whether 
Belville ever made her any promise, and w hether she 
will be married to Sparkish or no. 

Hiij 
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Peg, Pray, dear Bud, don't, till I have spokea 
with her, and told her that I have told you all ; for 
she'll kill me else. 

Moody* Go then, and bid her come to me. 

Peg, Yes, yes, Bud. 

Moody, Let me se e 

Peg, I have just got time to know of Lucy, who 
first set me to work, what lie I shall tell next ; for t 
am e'en at my wits end. [Aside and Exit, 

Moody, Well, I resolve it, Belville shall have her : 
I*d rather give him my sister, than lend him my wife; 
and such an alliance will prevent his pretensions to my 
wife, sure — I'll make him of kin to her, and then he 
won't care for her. 

Enter F EG GY, 

Peg, O Lord, Bud, I told you what anger yoa 
wou'd make me with my sister. 

Moody. Won't she come hither ? 

Peg, No, no, she's asham*d to look you in the face ; 
she'll go direftly to Mr. Belville, she says— She 
must speak with him, before she discovers all to you 
— or even sees you. She says too, that you shall knovir 
the reason by-and-b^. Pray let her have her way. 
Bud — she won't be pacified if you don't — and will 
never forgive me— —For my part. Bud, 1 believe, 
but don't tell any body, they have broken a piece of 
silver between 'em,— or have contradled one another, 
as we have done, you know, which is the next thing 
to being married. 
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Moody, Pooh! you foo L she ashamed of talk- 

ing with me about Belville, because I made the match 
for her with Sparkish 1 But Sparkish is a fool, and I 
have no objedtion to Belville's family or fortune*-—* 
tell her so. 

Peg, I will, Bud. {Gotng^ 

Moody, Stay, stay, Peggy— let her have her own 
way — she shall go to Belville herself, and I'll follow 
her that will be best — -let her have her whim. 

Peg, You're in the right, Bud for they have 

certainly had a quarrel, by her crying and hanging 
her head so — I'll be hang'd if her eyes an't swell'd 
out of her head, she's in such a piteous taking. 

Moody, Belville shan't use her ill, I'll take care of 
that — ^if he has made her a promise, he shall keep to 
it — but she had better go first— I will follow her at a 
distance, that she may have no interruption : and I 
will wait in the park before I see them, that they 
may come to a reconciliation before I come upon 

'cm. 

Peg. Law, Bud, how wise you are I I wish I had 
half your wisdom ; you see every thing at once-— — 
Stand a one side then, and I'll tell her you are gone 
to your room, and when she passes by, you may fol- 
low her. 

Moody, And so I will— <she shan't see me till I break 
in upon her at Belville's, 

Peg, Now for it. [Exit Peggy. 

Moody, My case is something better — for suppose 



84 THE COUNTRY CIRL, AB V. 

tlie worst— ahould Belville use her ill — I had rather 
fight him for not marrying my sister, than for de- 
bauching my wife, for I will make her mine abso- 
lutely to-morrow; and of the two I had rather find 
my sister too forward than my wife : I expected no 
Other from her free education, as she calls it, and her 
passion for the town. Well, wife and sister are names 
which makes us expert love and duty, pleasure and 
comfort ; but we find 'em plagues and torments, and 
are equally, tho' differently, troublesome to their 
keeper. But here she comes. [Stepson one side. 

Enter Pegg Y, dressed like Alithea ; and as she passes 
over the stage, seems to sigh, sod, and wipe her eyes. 

Peg. Heighol [Exit. 

Moody, [Comes fQrwa,r4.\ There the poor devil goes, 
sighing and sobbing ; a woeful example of the fatal 
consequences of a town education — ^but I am bound 
in duty, as well as inclination, to do my utmost to save 
her^— but first I'll secure my own property. [Opens the 
dopr and cal/s,y^Fei^y I Peggy 1 — mydearl—-! will 
return as soon as possible— Do you hear me ? Why 
don't you answer i You may read in the book I bougbt 
you 'till I come back — As the Jew says in the play. 
Fast bind, fast find. [Locks the door.] This is the best, 
and only security for female affections. [Exit, 
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SCENE II. 



%kepark, before BELVihisH' s door. Enter SvAKKlSH, 

fuddUd, 

Spark, If I can but meet with her, or any body 
that belongs to her, they will find me a match for 'em 
—When a man has wit and a great deal of it"— Cham- 
pagne gives it a double edge, and nothing can with- 
stand it — ^'tis a lighted match to gunpowder— the mine 
is sprung, and the poor devils are toss'd heels upper- 
most in an instant. I was right to consult my friends^ 
and they all agree with Moody, that I make a damn'd 
ridiculous figure, as matters stand at present. V\\ 
consult Belville — this is his house — he's my friend too 
— and no fooL It shall be so — damn it, I must not 
be ridiculous. \Going to the door^ sees Peggy coming.'\ 
Hold I hold ! if the Champagne does not hurt my eye- 
sight, while it sharpens my wit, the enemy is march- 
ing up this way — Come on, madam Alithea; now 
for a smart fire, and then let's see who will be ridi* 
culous. 

Enter VzGGY. 

Peg. Dear me, I begin to tremble— there is Mr. 
Sparkish, and I can't get to Mr. Belville's house 
without passing by him^— he sees me — and will disco- 
ver me — ^he seems in liquor tool — bless met 

Sparkn Oho ! she stands at bay a little— she don't 
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much relish the engagement. The first blow is half 
the battle. I'll be a little figurative with her, [il/r- 
proaching her.'] I find,, madam, you like a solo better 
than a duet. You need not have been walking alone 
Ma evening, if you had been wiser yesterday— What, 
nothing to say for yourself? Repentance, I suppose, 
m^es you as aukward and as fo<Dli&h, as the poor 
country girl your brother has lock*d up in Pall -Mall. 

Peg, I'm frightened out of my wits. 

[Tries to pass by him, 

Sp£arA» Not a step farther shall you go, 'till you 
give roe an account of your behaviour, and make me 
reparation for being ridiculous. What, dumb still-^ 
then, if you won't by fair means, I must squeeze you 
to a confession, [^j ke goes to seize her^ she slips by him i 
kut he catches hold of her before she reaches Belville't 
doorS] Not quite so fast, if you please. Come, come, 
let nie see your modest face, and hear your soft 
tongue— or I shall be tempted to use you ill. 

EaJUr Moody. 
Moody, Hands off, you ruffian — how dare you use 
a lady, and my sister, in this manner \ 

[Moody takes her from Sparkish, 

Sparh. She's my property, sir — transferred to me 

by yoH — and tho' I would give her up to any body 

for a dirty sword-knot, yet I won't be bullied out 

of my right, tho* it is not worth that— ^ — - 

ISnaps hisjingers. 
Moody, There's a fellow to be a husband— i— you 
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are justified in despising him, and flying from him 
— ril defend you with my purse and my sword- 
'knock at the door, and let me speak to Belville,- 
[Peggy knocks at ike door^ when the Footman opens it, ike 
runs z«.]-^Is your master at home> friend? 

Foot, Yes, sir. 

Moody, Tell him then that I have rescued that lady 
from this gentleman, and that by her desire, and my 
consent, she flies to him for protection ; if he can 
get a parson, let him marry her this minute; t^U him 
sOy and shut the door. [Exit /<v/man.]«-Andnow,sir, 
if your wine has given you courage, you had better 
shew it upon this occasion, for you are still damn'd 
ridiculous. 

Spark. Did you ever hear the like I—;— Look ye", 
Mr. Moody, we are in the park, and to draw a sword 
is an offence to the court — so you may vapotir as long 
as you please, A woman of so little taste is not worth 
fighting for— she's not worth my sword ! but if you'll 
fight me to-morrow morning for diversion, I am your 
man. 

Moody. Relinquish your title in the lady to Belville 
peaceably, and you may sleep in a whole skin. 

Spark. Belville I he would not have your sister witk 
the fortcme of a nabob ; no, no, his mouth waters at 
your comitry tid^bit at home—much good may do 
him. 

Moody, And, you think so, puppy— ha, hai ha \ 

Spark. Yes, I ^o^ mastifF— ha, ha, ha ! 

Moody. Then thy folly is complete— ha, ha^ ha ! 
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Spark. Thine will be so, when thou hast married 
thy country innocence— ha> ha, ha I 

\Thy laugh at each other ^ 

Enter Harcourt. 

Moody. Who have we here ? 

Spark. What, my boy Harcourt ! 

Moody. What brings you here, sir ? 

Hare. I follow 'd you to Belville's to present a 
near relation of yours, and a nearer one of mine, to 
you. lExit, 

Spark. What's the matter now } 

Re-enter Hakcovkt toith Alithea. 

Hare. Give me leave, gentlemen, without offence 
to either, to present Mrs. Harcourt to you 1 

Spark. Alithea 1 your wife! ^Mr. Moody, are 

you in the clouds too } 

Moody. If I am not in a dream — I am the most mi- 
serable waking dog, that ever run mad with his mis- 
fortunes and astonishment I 

Hare. Why so. Jack — can you objedb to my hap- 
piness, when this gentleman was unworthy of it } 

[Moody walks about in a rage.l 

Spark. This is very fine^^very fine indeed — where's* 
your story about BelviUe now, squire Moody ? Pr'y- 
thee don't chafe and stare, and stride, and beat thy 
head, like a mad tragedy poet — but put with thy tropes 
and iigures. 
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Moody, Zounds I I can*t bear it. 

[Goa hastily to Belville'i door^ and knocks hard* 
Aiith, Dear brother, what^s the matter I 
Moody, The devil's the matter I the devil and wo- 
man together. [Knocks again,'\ I'll break the door 
down if they won't answer. [Knocks again. 

Footman appears in the balcony, 

' Foot, What would your honour please to have ? 

} Moody. Your master^ rascal 1 

Foot, He is obeying your commands, sir, and the 

moment he has finished, he will do himself the plea* 

sure to wait on you. 

Moody. You sneering villain you — ^if your master 

^t does not produce that she devil, who is now with 

him, and who, with a face of innocence, has cheated 

^^ and undone me, I'll set fire to his house. [Exit Foot, 

Spark. Gad so t now I begin to smoke the busi- 

jjj. ness. Well said, simplicity, rural simplicity 1 Egad I 

jj, if thou hast trick'd Cerberus here, I shall be so ra- 

vish'd, that I will give this couple a wedding dinner. 

jp. Pray, Mr. Moody, who's damn'd ridiculous now ? 

Moody, [Going to Sparkish.] Look ye, sir— don't 

iffi. 6""> ^^^ ^^ y^^ ^^^^ ^^ shew your teeth at my misfor- 
^g»j tunes, I'll dash 'em down your impudent throat, you 
jackanapes. 

Spark, [quite calm."] Very fine, faith — but I have 
no weapons to butt with a mad bull, so you may tQss 
and roar by yourself, if you please. 

I 
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Belyille appears m the balcony, 

Belv, What does my good friend want with me ^ 
Moody. Are you a villain, or are you not i 
Belv, I have obey*d your commands, sir. 
Moody. What have you done with the girl, sir ? 
Belv. Made her my wife, as you desired. 

Spark. Very true, I am your witness 

Moody. She's my wife, and I demand her. 

Peggy appears in tke balcony. 

Peg. No, but I an't What's the matter, Bud, 

are you angry with me ? 

Moody. How dare you look me in the face, cocka- 
trice ? 

Peg. How dare you look me in the face, Bud ? 
Have you not given me to another, when you ought 
to have married me yourself? Have not you pre- 
tended to be married to me, when you knew in your 
conscience you was not ?— And have not you been 
shilly-shally for a long time } So that if I had not 
married dear Mr. Belville, I should not have married 
at all — so I should not. 

[Belville and Peggy retire from the balcony* 

Spark. Extremely pleasant, faith ; ha, ha, ha ! 

Moody* I am stupified with shame, rage, and asto- 
nishment — my fate has overcome me — I can struggle 
no more with it. [Sighs,"] What is left me ? — I can- 
not bear to look, or be look'd upon 1 will hurry 

down to my old house, take a twelvemonth's provi« 
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sion into it— <n2t down my draw-bridge, run wild 
about my garden, which shall grow as wild as myself 
——then will I curse the world, and every individual 
in it — and when my rage and spirits fail me, I will 
be found dead among the nettles and thistles ; a woe- 
ful example of the baseness and treachery of one sex, 
and of the falsehood, lying, perjury, deceit, impu* 
dence, and-— damnation of the other. [Exit. 

Spark, YtTy droll, and extravagantly comic, I must 
confess; ha, ha, ha! [Enter Belville an^ Peggy.] 
Look ye» Belville, I wish you joy, with ail my heart 
— you have got the prize, and perhaps have caught a 
tartar — that's no business of mine— —If you want 
evidence for Mr. Moody's giving his consent to your 
marriage, I shall be ready. I bear no ill-will to that 
pair, I wish you happy. [To Alithea and Harcourt.] 
— tho' I'm sure they'll be miserable — and so your 
humble servant. [Exit. 

Peg. I hope you forgive me, Alithea, for playing 
your brother this trick ; indeed I should have only 
made him and myself miserable, had we married to- 
gether. 

Alitk, Then 'tis much better as it is — But I am yet 
in the dark how this matter has been brought about : 
how your innocence, my dear, has outwitted his 
worldly wisdom. 

Peg. I am sure I'll do any thing to please my Bud, 
but marry him. 



- \ <■ 



EPILOGUE. 



SPOKEN BY PEGGY. 



But you f good gentry, tukat say you to this f 
Tou are to judge me — have I dtme amiss } 
Pve reasons will convince you ail, and strong ones ; 
Except old folks, who hanker after young ones; 
Bud was so passionate, and grown so thrifty^ 

'Twos a sad life ; and then, he was near fifty I 

Vm but nineteen — my husband too is young. 
So soft, so gentle, such a winning tongue ! 
Have /, pray ladies, speak, done very wrong ? 
jisfor poor Bud, Uwas honest to deceive him! 
More virtuous sure, to cheat him, than to grieve him. 
Great folks, I know, will call me simple slut. 
Marry for love ! they cry, the country Put I 
Marriage with tkenCs a fashion — soon grows cool: 
But Pmfor loving always, like a fool. 
With half my fortune I would rather part. 
Than be all finery, with an aching heart : 
For these strange awkward notions don't abuse me ; 
And, as I know no better, pray excuse me, 

[^ExeutU omneu 



THE END. 
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THE CHANCES. 



This pleasing Comedy is built upon a beautiful 
Tale, to be found in the Novelas £xemplar£S of 
the inimitable Cbrtantes ; though the Play is cer- 
tainly much inferior to the Novel. Indeed the ad- 
mirable Spaniard is beyond any competition, except 
that of SHAKSPERB.-^Ingenious in the structure 
of his Tales, they abound in various incidents 
well combined, in profound observation of life, in 
acute perception of character. Working from such 
materials, a good Dramatist could not go far wrong. 
-*-BKAUMOirT and Fletcher have never succeeded 
better in their comic skill.— The Soliloquy in the 
First A61 by Don John, upoa perceiving his prize> 
is replete with ludicrous images, 

« 
A lover of the sterling excellence of our early 
Bards will frequently regret the mutilated state, in 
which, for something or for nothing, their best plays 
are performed upon our Stages.^— If the plea held out 
for such arbitrary alteration were at all founded, and 
the critic pruning knife abscinded those gross impu- 
lities, which our fastidious age bears rather the com^ 
mission of than the mention, something might be 
gained; but the faft is totally otherwise— these ble« 

Au 
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mishes are ever suffered to remain, as in the Piece 
before us, axid what we lose is too frequently the 
glorious exuberance of comic expr€ssion lowered 
down to the imperfect organs of a capricious A6tQr» 
who, in the vanity of his heart, hates every sentence 
that cannot be cut into i set of hemlstic ciap-trapa. 

GarhicKp to the disgrace of his Theatre, in* 
fiuenced by the insipidities of French criticism, mu« 
tilatod Ham LET thus, and impaired the noblest mo* 
nument of genius that the world possesses,— The 
people, who Kre never deluded toiig, restored as 
much of their favourite as was polsible then; and 
more now ought to fi^k>w.^*-This is no beginning 
age of literature ; we have pretty generally discri- 
minative pow6n«^let us theiefdre diacrimuutte for 

OURSELVES. 



PROLOGUE. 



Of aU meHf those have reason least to care 

For being laughed atp who can laugh their share .* 

And thafs a thing our author* s apt to use, 

Upon occasion, when no man can choose. 

Suppose now at this instant one of you 

Were tichled by a fool, what would you do f 

'Tistento oneyom^d laugh: here* s just thecate^ 

For there are fools that tichle with their face. 

Your gay fool tichles with his dress and motion^ 

But your grave fool of fools with silly notions. 

Is it not then unjust that fops should still 

Force one to laugh, and then tahe laughing illf 

Tet since perhaps to some it gives offence^ 

VCkat men are tichled at the want of sense ; 

Our author thinhs he tahes the readiest way 

To shew all he has laughed at Aere-^air play. 

For if ill writing he a folly thought, 

CorreQing ill is sure a greater fault. 

Tien, gallants, laugh ; hut choose the right place first. 

Forjudging ill is of all faults the worst. 
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t^RVkt^ LANE. 



Men, 

JDuKBof FsikakA> * * - Mr. Packer. 
Petsvcrio> Gwtrmr of Bologna, - Mr. Aiclun* 
Don JoRKy 1 two Spanish gtntU' r Mr. Palmer. 

Don FfcibKKicifcy 5 ^^ and comradet, \ Mt, Barrymore* 
AvTOV lOf an old stout gentleman f kins'' 
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CHANCES. 



ACT L SCENE I. 



Enter Peter a«^ Anthony, two Serving^men* 

Peter, 
Would we were remov'd from thistown, Anthony, 
That we might taste some quiet ; for mine own part, 
I'm almost melted with continual trotting 
After enquiries, dreams and revelations. 
Of who knows whom or where. Serve wenching sol- 
diers I 
I'll serve a priest in Lent first, and eat bell-ropes. 

Ant. Thou art the forwardest fool — 

Pet, Why, good tame Anthony, • 

Tell me but this ; to what end came we hither f 

Ant. To wait upon our masters. 

Pet. But how, Anthony ? 
Answer me that ; resolve me there, good Anthony. 

^nt. To serve their uses. 

B 
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Pet» Shew your uses, AnChony. - 

Ant. To be employ 'd in any thing. 

Pet, No, Anthony, 
Not any thing, I take it, nor that thing 
We travel to discover, like new islands ; , 
A salt itch serve such uses f in things of moment. 
Concerning things I grant ye, not things errant, 
Sweet ladies' things, and things to thank the surgeon : 
In no such things, sweet Anthony. Put case 

Ant. Come, come, all will be mended : this invi- 
sible woman, 
Of infinite report for shape and beauty. 
That bred all this trouble to no purpose. 
They are determin'd now no more to think on. 

Pet. Were there ever 
Men known to run mad with report before ? 
Or wander after what they know not where 
To find ; or if found, how to enjoy ? Are men's 

brains 
Made now-a-days with malt, that their affections 
Are never sober ; but like drunken people 
Pounder at every new fame ? I do believe 
That men in love are ever drunk, as drunken men 
Are ever loving. 

Antt Pr'ythee, be thou sober, 
And know that they are none of those, not guiHy 
Of the least vanity of love: only a doubt 
Fame might too far report, or rather flatter 
The graces of this woman, made them curious 
To find the truth ; which since they iind so 
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Lock*d up from their searches, they are now resolvM 
To give the wonder over. 

Pet» Would they were resolv'd 
To give me some new shoes too ; for I'll be sworn 
These are e*en worn out to the reasonable soles 
In their good worship's business : and some sleep 
Would not do much amiss, unless they mean 
To make a bell-man of me. Here they come. 

[^Exeunt* 

Enter Don John and Don Frederick. 

John. I would we could have seen her tho': for sure 
She must be some rare creature, or report lies : 
All men's reports too. 

Fred. I could well wish I had seen Constantia : 
But since she is so conceal'd, plac*d where 
No knowledge can come near her, so guarded 
As 'twere impossible, tho' known, to reach her, 
I have made up my belief. 

John. Hang me from this hour. 
If I more think upon her ; 
But as she came a strange report unto me. 
So the next fame shall lose her. 

Fred. *Tis the next way— • 
But whither are you walking ? 

John. My old round, 
After my meat, and then to bed. 

Fred. 'Tis healthful. 

John. Will you not stir ? 

Fred. I have a little business* 

Bij 
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John, I'd lay my life, this lady still 

Frtd, Then you would lose it. 

John. Pray let's walk together. 

Fred. Now I cannot. 

John. I have something to impart 

Fred, An hour hence 
I will not miss to meet ye. 

John. Where ? 

Fred, r th' high street : 
For, not to lie, I have a few devotions 
To do first, then I'm yours. 

John. Remember. \ExeunU 

Enter Petruchio, Antonio, and two gentlemen. 

y4nt. Cut his wind-pipe, I say. 

I Gent, Fie, Antonio. 

Ant. Or knock his brains out first, and then for- 
give him. 
If you do thrust, be sure it be to th* hilts, 
A surgeon may see through him. 

1 Gent. You are too violent. 
ft Gent. Too open, mdiscreet. 
Petr. Am I not ruin'd ? 

The honour of my house crack'd ? my blood poison'd? 
My credit and ray name ? 

2 Gent. Be sure it be so. 

Before you use this violence. Let not doubt 
And a suspecting anger so much sway ye, 
Your wisdom may be questioned. 
Ant, I say, kill him, 
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And then dispute the cause ; cut off what may be. 
And what is shall be safe. 

3 Gent, Hang up a true man, 
Because *tis possible he may be thierish : 
Alas I is this good justice ? 

Petr. I know as certain 
As day must come again, as clear as truth, 
And open as belief can lay it to me. 
That I am basely wrong'd, wrong»d above recom- 

pence, 
Maliciously abus'd, blasted for ever 
In name and honour, lost to all remembrance. 
But what is smear'd and shameful : I must kill him> 
Necessity compels me. 

1 Gent, But think better. 

Petr, There's no other cure left 5 yet witness with me 
All that is fair in man, all that is noble; 
I am not greedy for this life I seek for, 
Nor thirst to ^d 'man's blood | and would 'twere 

possible, 
I wish it with my soul, so much I tremble 
T' ofiend the sacred image of my Maker, 
My sword should only kill his crimes : no, 'tis 
Honour, honour, my noble friends, that idol honour. 
That all the world now worships, not Petruchio, 
Must do this justice. 

Ant, Let it once be done, 
And 'tis no matter, whether you or hoooury 
Or both, be accessary. 

2 Gera* Po.you weigh^ Petruchio, 

Biy 
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The value of the person, power, and greatness. 
And what this spark may kindle i 

Petr, To perform it. 
So much I am tied to reputation. 
And credit of my house, let it raise wild-fires, 
And storms that toss me into everlasting ruin. 
Yet I must through ; if ye dare side me* 

^nt. Dare ! 

Petr, Y* are friends indeed : if not ! 

2 Gent. Here's none flies from you; 
X)o it in what design you please, we'll back ye. 

I Gent. Is the cause so mortal } nothing but his life t 

Petr, Believe me, 
A less offence has been the desolation 
Of a whole name. 

1 Gent» No other way to purge it ? 

Petr. There is, but nefver to be hop'd for. 

9 Gent* Think an hour more. 
And if then you find no safer road to guide ye. 
We'll set our rests too. 

yint. Mine's up already, 
And hang him, for my part, goes less than life. 

2 Gent. If we see noble cause, 'tis like our swords 
May be as free and forward as your words. {^Exeunt. 

Enter Don John. 

John. The civil order of this city Naples 
Makes it belov'd and honour*d of all travellers. 
As a most safe retirement in all troubles ; 
Beside the wholesome seat and noble temper 
Of those tninds that inhabit it, safely wise,^ 
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And to all strangers courteous* But I see 

My admiration has drawn night upon me. 

And longer to expe^ my friend may pull mc 

Into suspicion of too late a stirrer, 

Which all good governments are jealous of. 

I'll home, and think at liberty : yet certain, 

*Tis not so far night, as I thought ; for see, 

A fair house yet stands open, yet all about it 

Are close, and no lights stirring ; there may be foul 

play : 
1*11 venture to look in. If there be knaves, 
I may do a good office. 

Within, Signior! 

John. What! How is this ? 

Within, Signior Fabritio I 

John, l*ll go nearer. 

Within. Fabritio! 

John. This is a woman*s tongue ; here may be good 
done. 

Within, Who's there ? Fabritio ? 

John, Ay. 

Within, Where are you } 

John, Here. 

Within, O, come for heaven's sake ! 

John, I must see what this means. 

Enter a Woman with a Child, 

Worn, I have stay'd this long hour for you ; make 
no noise ; 
For things are in strange trouble* Here, be secret. 
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•Tis worth your care: begone now; more eyes 

watch us 
Than may be for our safeties. 

John, Hark ye. 

Worn, Peace; goodnight. 

John. She's gone, and I am loaden. Fortune for met 
It weighs well, and it feels well ; it may chance 
To be some pack of worth : by th' mass 'tis heavy 1 
If it be coin or jewels, it is worth welcome. 
I'll ne*er refuse a fortune ; I am confident 
*Tis of no common price. Now to my lodging : 
If it be right, I'll bless this night. lEiai. 

Enter Don Fridsrick. 

Fred, *Ti8 strange, 
I cannot meet him ; sure he has encounter'd 
Some light o* love or other, and there means 
To play at in and in for this night. Well, Don John, 
If you do spring a leak, or get an itch. 
Till you claw off* your curl'd pate, thank your night* 

walks ; 
You must be still a boot-haling. One round more, 
Tho* it be late, I'll venture to discover ye ; 
I do not like your out-leaps* {£xt>« 

Enter Duke and three Gentlemen* 

Duke. Welcome to town. Are ye all fit ^ 

I Qent, To point, sir. 

Duke, Where are the horses ? 

^Cent, Where they were appointed. 
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Duke, Be private ; and whatsoever fortune 
Offer itself, let us stand siire. 

3 Gent. Fear us not. 
Ere you shall be endanger'd or deluded. 
We'll make a black night on't. 

Duke, No more, I know it ;' 
You know your quarters. 

1 Gent, Will you go alone, sir ? 

Duke, Ye shall not be far from me, the least noise 
Shall bring ye to my rescue. 

2 Gent, We are counsell'd^ [^Exeunt. 

Enter Don John. 

John, Was ever man so paid for being curious ? 
Ever so bobbM for searching out adventures, 
As I am P Did the devil lead me ? Must I needs be 

peeping 
Into men's houses where I had no business, 
And make myself a mischief? 'Tis well carry'dl 
I must take other men's occasions on me,- 
And be I know not whom: most finely handled I 
What have I got by this now ? What's the purchase ? 
A piece of evening arras-work, a child. 
Indeed an infidel 1 I'liis comes of peeping 1 
A lump got out of laziness 1 Good white bread, 
Let*s have no bawling with ye. 'Sdeath, have I 
Known wenches thus long, all the ways of wenches. 
Their snares and subtleties } Have i read over 
All their school learning, div'd into their quiddits. 
And am I now bumtiddled with a bastard \ 
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Fetch'd over with a card o'fivc, and in ray old days. 

After the dire massacre of a million 

Of maidenheads, caught the common way, i* th* 

night too 
Under another's name, to make the matter 
Carry more weight about it ? Well, Don John, 
You will be wiser one day, when ye've pvirdias'd 
A bevy of those butter prints together. 
With searching out concealM iniquities. 
Without commission. Why it would never grieve rac,. 
If I had got this gingerbread : never atirr*d me. 
So I had had a stroke for it : 't had been justice 
Then to have kept it j but to raise a dairy, 
For other men's adultery, consume myself in caudles. 
And scouring work, in nurses, bells, and babies, 
Only for charity, for mere I thank you, 
A little troubles me : the least touch for it. 
Had but my breeches gat it, it had contented me. 
Whose e'er it is, sure it had a wealthy mother. 
For 'tis well cloth'd, and if I be not cozenM, 
Well lin'd within. To leave it here were barbarous^ 
And ten to one would kill it ; a worse sin 
Than his that got it. Well, I will dispose on't, 
And keep it as they keep death's heads in rings. 
To cry mtmento to me—no more peeping. 
Now all the danger is to qualify 
The good old gentlewoman at whose house we live $ 
For she will fall.upon me with a catechism 
Of four hours long : I must endure all ; 
For I will know this mother^ Come, good wonder. 
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• Let you and I be jogging ; your starv<ed treble 
Will waken the rude wat<:h else. All that be 
Curious night-walkers, may they find my fee, {£«{/• 

Enttr Don Frederick. 

Fred* Sure he*s gone home : 
I have beaten all the purlieus, 
But cannot bolt him : If he be a bobbing, 
•Tis not my care can cure him ; to-iporrow morning 
I shall have further knowledge from a surgeon, 
Where he lies moor'd to mend his leaks. 

Enttr ut C0NSTA.NTIA. 

Con. I am ready : 
And through a world of dangers am flown to ye. 
£e full of haste and care, we are undone else. 
Where are your people ? Which way must we travel ? 
For Heaven's sake stay not here, sir. 

Fred. What may this prove \ 

Con. Alas I I am mistaken, lost, undone^ 
For ever perished I Sir, for Heaven's sake, tell mc. 
Are ye a gentleman ? 

Fred. I am. 

Con. Of (his place? 

Fred. No, born in Spain. 

Con. As ever you lov'd honour, 
As ever your desires may gain their end, 
Do a poor wretched woman but this benefit, 
For I'm forc'd to trust ye. 

Frtd. Y* havecharm'd me, 

i 
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Humanity and honour bids me help yc : 
And if I fail your trust 

Con. The time's too dangeroun 
To stay your protestations : I believe ye, 
Alas ! I must believe ye. From this place. 
Good, noble sir, remove me instantly. 
And for a time, where nothing but yourself. 
And honest conversation may come near me. 
In some secure place settle me. What I am. 
And why thus boldly I commit my credit 
Into a stranger's hand, the fear and dangers 
That force me to this wild course, at more leisure 
I shall reveal unto you. 

Fred. Come, be hearty. 
He must strike through my life that takes you from 
me. [Exeunt. 

£n^ffr Petruchio, Antonio, and two Gentlemen. 

Petr. He will sure come : are ye all well arm'd f 

Ant. Never fear us : 
Here's that will make 'em dance without a fiddle. 

Petr. We are to look for no weak foes, my friends^ 
Nor unadvised ones. 

Ant. Best gamesters make the best play ; 
We shall fight close and home then. 

1 Gent. Antonio, 
You are thought too bloody. 

Ant. Why ? All physicians. 
And penny almanacks, allow the opening 
Of veins this month. Why do you talk of bloody > 
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What come we for ? to fall to cuffs for apples ? 
What, would you make the cause a cudgel-quarrel ? 

Petr^ Speak softly, gentle cousin. 

Ant, I will speak truly. 
What should men do, allyM to these disgraces. 
Lick o'er his enemy, sit down and dance him ? — 

s Gent. You are as far o* th' bow-hand now. 

Ant. And cry, 
That*s my fine boy, thou wilt do so no more, child ? 

Petr, Here are no such cold pities. 

AtU» By St. Jaques, 
They shall not find me one ! Here's old tough An- 

drew, 
A special friend of mine, and he but hold, 
I'll strike them such a hornpipe 1 Knocks I come for. 
And the best blood I light on : I profess it. 
Not to scare costermongers. If I lose my own. 
My audit's lost, and farewell five, and fifty. 

Petr, Let's talk no longer. Place yourselves with 
silence 
As I direfted ye; and when time calls us. 
As ye are friends, to shew yourselves. 

Ant, So be it. {^Exeunt^ 

Enter Don John and his Landlady. 

Land, Nay, son, if this be your regard— 

John, Good mother — 

Land. Good me no goods — Your cousin ^nd yourself 
Are welcome to me, whilst you bear yourselves 
Like honest and true gentlemen. Bring hither 

C 
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To my house, that have ever been reputed ' ' 

A gentlewoman of a decent and a fair carriage. 
And so behaved myself— 

John. I know you have. 

Land* Bnog hither, as I say, to -maike my name 
Stink tB my neighbour*^ nostrils, your devices. 
Your brats got out of alligant and broken oaths, 
Your linsey-woolsey work, your hasty-puddings t 
I foster up yourifiich'd iniquities 1 
You're deceived in me, sir, I am none 
Of those receivers. 

John, Have I not sworn unto you, 
'Tis none of mine, and shew'd you how I found it } 

Land, Ye found an easy fool that let you get it. 

John, WiU you hear me ? 

Land. Oaths ! wliat care you for oaths to gain your 
ends; 
When ye are high- and pamper'd ^ What saint know 

ye? 
Or what religion, but your purposed lewdness, 
Is to be loak'd for of ye ? Nay, I will tell ye— 
You will then swear like accus'd cut -purses. 
As far off truth too ; and lie beyond all falconers : 
I'm sick to see this dealing. 

John. Heaven forbid, mother. 

Land. Nay, I am very sick. 

John. Who waits there ? 

Ptt. [Within.'] Sir! 

John, Ering down the -bottle of Canary wine. 

Land* Exceeding sick. Heaven 'help me I 
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John. Haste ye, sirrah. 
I must e'en make her drunk* \^Aside*'] Nay, gentle 

mother — 
Land, Now fie upon ye 1 was it for this purpose 
You fetchM your evening walks for your devotions ? 
For this pretended holiness ? No weather. 
Not before day, could hold you from the matins. 
Where these you bo-peep prayers ? Y'ave pray'd well. 
And with a learned zeal have watch'd well too; your 

saint 
It seems was pleas'd as well. Still sicker, sicker I 

Enter Peter with a bottle of wine. 

John, There is no talking to her till I have drench'd 
her, 
Give me. Here, mother, take a good round draught* 
It will purge spleen from your spirits : deeper, mo- 
ther. 
Land. Aye, aye, son ; you imagine this will mend alL 
John. All, i'faith, mother. 
Land. I confess the wine 
Will do his part. 
John, ril pledge ye. 

Land, But, son John 

John. I know your meaning, mother, touch it once 
more* 
Alas I you look not well, take a round draught, 
It warms the blood well, and restores the colour. 
And then we'll talk at large. 

Cij 



24 THB CHANCES. ^£i L 

Land, A civil gentleman 1 
A stranger 1 one the town holds a good regard of I 

John. Nay, I will silence thee there. 

Land. One that should weigh his fair name ! — Oh, 
a stitch I 

JoAn. There's nothing better for a stitch, good mo- 
ther, 
Make no spare of it as you love your health ; 
Mince not the matter. 

Land, As I said, a gentleman 
Lodger'd in my house ! Now Heaven's my comfort, 
Signior I 

John. I look'd for this. 

Land. I did not think you would have us'd me thus; 
A woman of my credit, one. Heaven knows, 
That loves you but too tenderly. 

JaAn. Dear mother, 
I ever found your kindness, and acknowledge it. 

Land. No, no, I am a fool to counsel ye. Where's 
the infant ? 
Come, let's see your workmanship. 

John. None of mine, mother : 
But there 'tis, and a lusty one. 

Land. Heaven biess thee. 
Thou hadst a hasty-making ; but the best is, 
•Tis many a good man's fortune. As I live. 
Your own eyes, Signior; and the nether lip 
As like ye, as ye had spit it. 

JoAn. I am glad on't. 

Land. Bless me 1 what things are these i 



A3 L TRC CHANCES. «5 

John, I thought my labour 
Was not all lost; 'tis gold) and these are jewels^ 
Both rich and right I hope. 

Land, Welly wiftlli son John, 
I see ye're a woodman, and can choose 
Your deer, tho' it be i* th* dark ; all your discretion 
Is not yet lost ; this was well clapp'd aboard; 
Here I am with ye now, when as tfaey say, 
Your pleasure comes with profit; when you must 

needs do, 
Do where you may be done to ; 'tis a wisdom ^ 
B<ec«mes a young man well: be' sure of one thing. 
Lose not your labour and your time together ; 
It seasons of a fool, son; time is precious, 
Work wary whilst you have it. Since you must traffic 
SometiiAes this sli'ppery way, take sure hold, Signior; 
Trade with no btrokea merchants ; make your lading 
As you would make your f est, adrentlirously^ 
But with advantage ever. 

John. All this time, ttiother. 
The child wants looking to* wants mieat and nurses* 

Land, Now blessing o' thy heart, it shall haVc all ; 
And instantly V\\ seek a nurse myself, son. 
'Tis a sweet child — Ah, .my young Spaniard I 
Take you no further care, «ir. 

John, Yes, of these jewels^ 
I must by your good leave, moiker ; these are yours. 
To make your care the stronger ; for the rest, 
I'll find a master; thegokl ior i>i)inging up oft't, 
I freely render to your charge. 

Ciij 
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Land. No more words. 
Nor no more children, good son» as you love me : 
This may do well. 

John, I shall observe your morals. 
But Where's Don Frederick, mother ? 

Latid. Ten to one, 
About the like adventure ; he told me. 
He was to find you out. 

John, Why should he stay thus ? 
There may be some ill chance in't: sleep I will not. 
Before I have found him. Now this woman's pleas'd, 
I'll seek my friend out, and my care is eas'd. \^!LxcuiU. 

Enter Duke and three Gentlemen* 

1 Gent, Believe, sir, 'tis as possible to do it. 
As to move the city: the main faction 
Swarm thro' the streets like hornets, and with augurs 
Able to ruin states, no safety left us. 
Nor means to die like men, if instantly 
You draw not back again. 

Duhe. May he be drawn. 
And quarter'd too, that turns now ; were I surer 
Of death than thou art of thy fears, and with death 
More than those fears are too— 

1 Gent, Sir, I fear not. 

DuAe. I would not break my vow, start from my 
honour. 
Because I may find danger ; wound my soul 
Tu keep my body safe* 



ji3 /. THE CHANCES. 2/ 

1 Gent, I speak not, sir. 
Out of a baseness to ye. 

Duke, No, nor do not 
Out of a baseness leave me. What is danger 
More than tlie weakness of our apprehensions ? 
A poor cold part o'th' blood. Who takes it hold of? 
Cowards and wicked livers : valiant minds 
Were made masters of it : and as hearty seamen 
In desperate storms stem with a little rudder 
The tumbling ruins of the ocean ; 
So with their cause and swords do they do dangers. 
Say we were sure to die all in this venture. 
As I am confident against it; is there any 
Amongst us of so fat a sense, so pamper'di 
Would choose luxuriously to lie a-bed. 
And purge away his spirits ; send his soul out 
In sugar-sops and syrups ? Give me dying 
As dying ought to be, upon mine enemy ; 
Parting with mankind, by a man that*s manly : 
Let them be all the world, and bring along 
Cain*s envy with them, I will on. 

2 Geni, You may, sir. 
But with what safety i 

I Gent, Since 'tis come to dying. 
You shall perceive, sir, that here be those amongst us 
Can die as decently as other men. 
And with as little ceremony. On, brave sir. 

Duke, That's spoken heartily. 

I Gent, And he that flinches. 
May he die lousy in a ditch. 
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Duke. No more dying, 
There's no such danger in't. What's o'clock f 

3 Gent. Somewhat above your hour. 

Duke. Away then quickly, 
Make no noise, aild no trouble will attend us. [EtuM. 

Enter FAedbrick Old Anthont nM « bandit* 

Fftd. Give me the candle ; so, go you out that \i^ay. 

Ant. What have we now to do ? 

Fred. And on your life, sivmh^ 
Lei none coine near the door withdut ihy knbwled|;t ; 
No, not my lahdl&dy, nor my fH^tid. 

Ant. 'Tis done, sir, 

Fred. Nor any se^ioUs business that cdrtcferhi tte. 

Ant. Is the nHnd ihttt again \ 

Fred. Begone. 

Ant. I am, sir. [E^. 

Fred. Novv enter without fear**---. 

EnUr lit C^iiSTANtiA with njeweL 

Andy noble lady, 

That safety and civility ye wish foi* 

Shall truly here attend you: no rude ton^e 

Nor rough behaviour knows this place; no wished. 

Beyond ihe moderation of a man, 

Dare enter here. Your own desires and innocence, 

Join'd to my vow'd obedience, shall protect ye. 

Con. Ye are truly noble. 
And worth a woman's trust : let it become me, 
(I do beseech you, sir) for all yoilr kindness. 
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To render with my thanks this worthless trifle-— 
I may be longer troublesome. 

Fred. Fair offices 
Are still their own rewards : heavens bless me, lady. 
From selling civil courtesies. May it please ye. 
If ye will force a favour to oblige me, 
Draw but that cloud aside, to satisfy me 
For what good angel I am engag'd. 

Con, It shall be ; 
For I am truly confident ye are lionest. 
The piece is scarce worth looking on. 

Fred, Trust me, 
The abstradt of all beauty, soul of sweetness ! 
Defend me, honest thoughts, I shall grow wild else. 
What eyes are there 1 rather what little heavens. 
To stir men*s contemplation I What a Paradise 
Runs thro' each part she has I Good blood, be tem- 
perate! 
I must look off: too excellent an objedt 
Confounds the sense that sees it. Noble lady. 
If there be any further service to cast on me. 
Let it be worth my life, so much I honour ye, 
Or the engagements of whole families. 

Con, Your service is too liberal, worthy sir. 
Thus far I shall entreat — 

Fred, Command me, lady : 
You may make your power too poor. 

Con. That presently. 
With all convenient haste, you will retire 
Unto the street you found me in. 
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Fred. •Tisdorie* 

Con, There if you find a gentleman oppressed 
With force and violence, do a man's office. 
And draw your sword to rescue him. 

Fr€d, He's safe. 
Be what he will j and let his foes be derilsy 
Arm'd witli your beauty, Z shall conjure them. 
Iletire, this key will giude ye : all things necessary 
Are there before ye. • 

Con. All my prayers go with ye. [Exttm 

fred. Ye clap oh*proof npon me. Men say, gold 
Does all, engages all, works thro' all dangers : ' 

Now I say^ beauty can do more. The king's cx^ 

chequer^ 
Nor all his wealthy Indies, could not draw m^ 
Thro' half those miseries this piece of pleasure 
Might make nle leap into i we at* e all like sea«.chtiit% 
All our endeavours and our motions 
(As they do to the north) still point at beauty^ 
Still at the fairest $ for a handsome woman, 
(Setting my soul aside) it should go hard 
But I will strain my body ; yet to her, 
Unless it be her own free gratitude, 
Hopes, ye shall die, and thou, tongue, rot within ihe. 
Ere I infringe my faith. Now to my rescue. [EmU. 

^ ' r,^ - • •' ''• * ^9i ^ M « - •I ff » n ) ■■ m » M - 
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ACT n. SCENE L 



Enter DuKE| pursued iy Petrvchio, Akto«io, 

and thatfaSicn* 

Duke. 
You will not all oppre33 me } 

jinU Kill him i'th* wantoa eye : 
Let me come to him. 

Duke. Then you shall buy me dearly. 

Petr. Say you so, sir ? 

Ant. I say, cut his wezond, spoil his peeping: 
Have at yo.ur loye-sicjc heart, »»:« 

I 

Enter Don John. 

Jahn. Sure 'tis fighting I 
My friend may be engaged. Fie, gentlemen* 
This is unmanly odds. 

[Duke/alis ; Dim Jojia beUri^/^ ^m. 

Ant. 1*11 stop your mouth, sir. 

Jokn. Nay, then have at thee freely* 
There's a plumb, sir, to satisfy your looging* 

Fetr. Away; I hope I have sped hi^n: here comes 
rescue. 
We 4hall be ,endanger'4- Where's Antonio ? 

Ant. I must have one thrust more^ ^r* 

John. Comp up to me. 

Ant, A mischief (:onfoiHid your jSngers* 

Petr, How is it ? 
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ArU. Well : 
He*as given me my quirtus est; 1 felt him 
In my smaU guts ; I*m sure he's ieez'd me ; 
This comes of siding with you. 

2 Gent. Can you go, sir } 

Ant, I shall go^ man, and my head were oflT; 
Never talk of going. 

Petr. Come, all shall be well then. 
I hear more rescue coming. [Trampling widkin. 

Enter the "DuMi^^^faQum, 

jint. Let*s turn back then ; 
My skull's uncloven yet, let me kill. 
Petr, Away for heaven's sake with him. 

\Lxit cum suU. 
John, How is it f 
Duke, Well, sir, 
Only a little stagger'd. 
Duk^sfad, Let's pursue them. 
Duke, No, not a man, I charge ye. Thanks good 
coat, 
Thou hast sav'd me a shrewM welcome : 'twas put 

home. 
With a good mind too, I'm sure on't. 
John. Are you safe then? 

Duke, My thanks to you, brave sir, whose timely 
valour. 
And manly courtesy came to my rescue. 

John. Yehad foul playofier'dye, and shame befal him 
That can pass by oppression. 
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Duke. May I crave, sir. 
But this much honour more, to know ypur name. 
And him I am so bound to \ 

John. For the bond, sir, 
'Tis every good man's tie : to know me further. 
Will little profit you ; I am a stranger. 
My country Spain, my name Don John, a gentleman 
That came abroad to travel. 

Duke. I have heard, sir,- 
Much worthy mention of ye, yet I find 
Fame short of what ye are. 

John. You are pleasM, sir. 
To express your courtesy : may I demand 
As freely what you are, and what mischance 
Cast you into this danger ? 

Duke. For this present 
I must desire your pardon : you shall know rac 
Ere it be long, sir, and nobler thanks. 
Than now my will can render. 

John. Your will's your own, sir. 

Duke. What is*t you look for, sir ? Have you lost 
any thing } • 

John. Only ray hat i' th* scuffle ; sure these fellows 
Were night-snaps. 

Duke. No, believe me, sir ; pray use mine. 
For 'twill be hard to find your own now. 

John. No, sir. 

Duke, Indeed you shall, I can command another: 
I do beseech you honour me. 

D 
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John. Well, sir, then I wUi, 
And so 1*11 tal^e my leave. 

Duke. Within these few 4ay« 
I hope I shall be happy in your knowledge, 
Till when I love your memory. [ExU atm suis. 

Enffir Fmpie&ACi:. 

John. I'm yours. 
This is some noble fellow ! 

Fred. 'Tis his tongue sure. 
Don John 1 

John. Don Frederick I 

Fred. Y' are fairly met, sir! 
I thought ye had been a bat-fowiing. Pr'y thee tell me 
What revelation hast thou had to-night, 
That home was never thou^t on i 

John. Revelations! 
I'll tell thee, Frederick : but before I tell thee. 
Settle thy understanding. 

Fred. 'Tis prepar'd, sir. 

John. Why then mark what shall follow: 
This hight, Frederick, this bawdy night — 

Fred. I thought no less. 

John. This blind night, 
What dost thou think I have got ? 

Fred. The pox, it may be. 

John. Would 'twere no worse : ye talk of revela- 
tions, 
I have got a revelation will reveal mc 
An errant coxcomb whilst I live. 
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Fred. What is't } 
Thou hast lost nothing i . 

Join. Noy I have got, I tell thee. 

Fred. What hast thou got ? 

JfokH, One of the infantry, a child. 

Fred. How I 

Jokn, A chopping child^ man. 

Fred, Give you joy, sir. 

John. A lump oflewdness, Frederick; that's the 
truth on'ty 
This town's abominable. 

Fred. I still told ye, John^ 
Your whoring must come home ; I counseUr'd ye : 
But where no grace is— 

John. 'Tis none of mine^ man. 

Fred, Answer the parish so. 

JoAn. Cheated in troth 
(Peeping into a house) by whom I know not. 
Nor where to find the place again ; no, Frederick^ 
'Tis no poor one. 

That's my best comfort^ for*t has brought about it 
Enough to make it man. 

Fred.. Where is't i 

JoAn. At home. 

Fred. A saving voyage ; but what will you say, 
signior. 
To him that searching out your serious worslup. 
Has met a strange fortune } 

Johit. How, good Frederick? 
A militant girl to this boy would hit iu 

By 
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Fred. No, mine's a nobler venture : what do you 
think, sir. 
Of a distressed lady, one whose beauty 
Would over-sell all Italy ? 

John. Where is she ?— 

Fred, A woman of that rare behaviour. 
So qualify'd, as admiration 
Dwells round about her ; of that perfect spirit — 

John, Ay marry, sir. 

Fred, That admirable carriage. 
That sweetness in discourse; young as the morning. 
Her blushes staining his. 

Join. But Where's this creature } 
Shew me but that. 

Fred. That's all one, she's forth-coming. 
I have her sure, boy. 

JoAn. Hark ye, Frederick; 
What truck betwixt my. infant ^ 

Fred. 'Tis too light, sir ; 
Stick to your charge, good Don John, I am well. 

JoAm. But is there such a wench } 

Fred. First tell me this ; 
Did you not lately, as you walk'd along. 
Discover people that were arm'd, and likely 
To do offence i 

John. Yes, marry, and they urg'd it 
As far as they had spirit. 

Fred. Pray go forward. 

JoAn. A gentleman! found engag'd amongst 'em. 
It seems of noble breeding, I'm sure brave metiU i 



\ 
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As I return'd to look you, I set into him, 
' And without hurt> I thank Heaven^ rescued him. 

Fred, My work's done then : 
And now to satisfy you there is a woman, 
Ohy John ! there is a woman-— 

JoH. Ohy where is she i 

Fred, And one of no less worth than I fold ; 
And which is more, fall*n under my prot^6tion. 

John. I am glad of that $ forward, sweet Frederitk. 

Fred. And which is more than that, by this night's 
wand'ring; 
And which is most of all, she is at honae too, sii** 

JoAn. Come, let's begone ^hen. 

Fred, Yes, but 'tis most certain. 
You cannot see her, John. 

JoAn. Why? 

Fred. She has swprn me. 
That none else shall come near her ; not my mother, 
•Till some doubts are clear'd. 

JoAn. Not look npfon her ? What chamber is she in i 

Fred. In ours. 

JoAn. Let's go, I say : 
A woman's oaths are wafers and break with making. 
They must for modesty a little 2 We all know it. 

Fred. No, I'll assure ye, sir. 

JoAk. Not see her I * 

I smell an old dog^trick of yours. Wdl> Frederick, 
Ye talk'd to me of whoring, let's have fair play. 
Square jlealing I would Wish ye. 

Fred. When 'tis come 

« 

D iij 
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(Which T know never will be) to that issue. 
Your spoon shall be as deep as mine, sir. 

John, Tell me, 
And tell me true, is the cause honourable. 
Or for your ease ? 

Fred By all our friendship, John, 
*Tis honest, and of great end. 

y^An. I'm answered ; 
But let me see her, tho' : leave the door open 
As you go in. 

Fred. I dare not. 

John, Not wide open. 
But just so as a jealous husband 
Would level at his wanton wife through. 

Fred, That courtesy, 
If you desire no more, and keep it stridlly, 
I dare afford ye : come, 'tis now near morning. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Peter and Anthony. 

Pet. Nay, the old woman's gone too. 

^nt. She's a cater- wauling 
Amongst the gutters. But conceive me, Peter, 
Where our ^ood masters should be. 

Pet. Where they should be, 
I do conceive ; but where they are, good Anthony— 

Ant. Ay, there it goes : my master's bo-peep witli 
me. 
With his sly popping in and out again, 
Argu'd a cause — Hark I \^Lute sounds. 
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Pet. What? 

Ant. Dost not hear a lute ? 
Again 1 

Pet. Where is't ? 

/fit/. Above, in my master's chamber. 

Pet. There's no creature : he hath the key himself, 
Man. 

Ant. This is his lute, let him have it. 

[Sings tuitkin a Uttle. 

Pet. I grant ye ; but who strikes it ? 

Ant. An admirable voice too, hark ye. 

Pet. Anthony, 
Art sure we are at home ? 

Ant. Without all doubt, Peter. 

Pet. Then this must be the devil. 

Ant. Let it be. 
Good devil, sing again : O dainty devil, 
Peter, believe it, a most delicate devil, 
The sweetest devil 

Enter Frederick and Don John. 

Fred. If you would leave peeping. 

John. I cannot by no means. 

Fred. Then come in softly ; 
And as you love your faith, presume no further 
Than ye have promis'd. 

John. Basco. 

Fred. What makes you up so early, sir i 

John. You, sir, in. your contemplations ? 
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Pet. O pray ye peace, sir I 

Fred. Why peace, sir ? 

Pet, Do you he^r \ 

John. 'Tis your lute : she's playiti^ oh*l. 

Ant. Tlie hoUse Is hdutited, sir : 
tot thik Wfe h'avtl hedrd thrS half yfear. 

/r^(/. Ye saw nothing \ 

Ant. Notr. 

Pet. Nor I, sir. 

Fred. Get ybur brekkfist then. 
And make no Wordi on*t : We'll iindeitak^ this spijit^ 
If it be one. 

Ant. This is no devil, Peter: 
Mum ! there be bati abroad; [Exeunt amh9* 

Fred. Stay, now she sings. 

John. An angel's voice, 1*11 swear. 

Fred. Why d6st th6u shhig So ? 
Either allay this heat, oir as I live, 
I will not trust ye. 

John. Pass, I warrant ye. \ExoLnt% 

Enter \tt Constantia. 

Con, To curse those stars that men say govern us. 
To rail at fortune, to fall out with my fate, 
And tax the general world, will hdp me nothing; 
Alas! I am the same still, neither are they 
Subje6l to helps or hurts ; our own desires 
Are our own fates, afid bur own stars all our foifune ; 
Which as we iWay *em, 'so abtise or bless us. | 
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Enter Frederick and Don John peeping, 

Fred. Peace to your meditations. 
John. Pox upon ye. 
Stand out of the light. 

Con. I crave your mercy, sir I 
My mind, o'ercharg'd with care, made me unman- 
nerly. 

Fred. Pray ye set that mind at rest, all shall be per* 
fea. 

John. I like the body rare ; a handsome body, 
A wond'rous handsome body , would she would turn : 
See, and that spightful puppy be not got 
Between me and my light again. 

Fred, 'Tis done. 
As all that you command shall be : 
The gentleman is safely off all danger. 

John. Rare creature 1 

Con* How shall I thank ye, sir ? how satisfy i 

Fred, Speak softly, gentle lady, all's rewarded. 
Now does he melt like marmalade. 

John, Nay, 'tis certain. 
Thou art the sweetest woman that eyes e'er look'd on. 

Fred. Has none disturbed ye i 

Con, Not any, sir, nor any sound came near me ; 
I thank your care. 

Fred. 'Tis well. 

Join. I would fain pray now. 

But the devil, and that flesh there o'th* world 

Wliat are we made to suffer i 
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Fred, He'll enter — 
Pull in your ficjid ixA hthkhfdL 

John, Hark ye, Frederick^ 
I have brought you home your ^ck-- saddle* 

Frtd, Pox upon ye. 

Con, Nay, let him effter->-F]ey my l<tfd the? ditke, 
Stand fieeping at y^oiri* ffiand$« 

Frtd, Ye are cozcn'd, lady. 
Here i^ ho duke. 

Con, I know him full well, signior. 

John, Hdld the^ th^re, v^eiich; 

Ffhd, This inad.brftin'd fool will s^i) ilK 

Con, I do be^^eh ydur gMcc cdriie m. 

John, My grace I 
There was a word of comfort. 

Fred, Shall he enter, 
Whoe'er he be ? 

John, Well followed, Fred^rtCk. 

Con. With all liiy heart. 

Enttr Don John* 

Fred, Come in then, 
- John, Bless ye, lady. 

Fred, Nay, start ndt j tho' he be a sitranger to ^e. 
He's of a noble strain^ my kinsnian, lady^ 
My countryman, and fellow-traveller; 
One bed contains us ever, one pursis feeds lis^ 
And one faith free betwetrt tis : dii not fear hifll^ 
He's truly honest, 

John, That's a lie. 
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Fred. And trusty. 
Beyond your wishes : yaVant to de&n^y 
J^di modi^st.to converse with, d§ your U^ishes. 

Jqhn, Now may I h^ng my^lf ; this cprojpa^n^atioB 
Has broke the neck of all my hopes ; for now 
Must I cry, no forsooith, and ay forsooth, and surely. 
And truly as I live, and ^ I am hpnj&st. ' 
He's done these things for nonce top ; fpr he knoivs, ■ 
Like a most envious rasf^al as he is^ 
I am not honest 

This yvjvf : he*as watch'd histinoe. 
But I shall quit him. 

Cm. Sir, I credit ye. 

Fre4» Go salute her, John. 

Jokn, Plague o' your commendations. 

Cm. Sir, I shall now desire to be a trouble. 

John, Never to me, sweet l^dy ; thus I seal 
My faith, and all my s^r|nce;s. 

Con. One word, signior. 

John, ^pw 'tis imppssiblf I should bje honest. 
What points she at.? My leg> I warrant ; or 
My well-knit l)pdy : sit fast, Don Frederick. 

Fred. 'Twas given him by that gentleman 
You tQQ^ such care of; his own being lost i'th' scuiHe. 

Cm, With much joy may he wear it $ 'tis a right 
one, 
I can assure ye, gentlemen, and right happy 
May he be in all Hghts for. that noble service. 

Frjfd. Why do you blush ? 

Con. It had almost cosen'd me. 
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For, not to lie, when I saw that, I look'd for 
Another owner of it : but 'tis well. 

Fred, Who's there? [Knocks witAin. 

Stand ye a little close. Come in, sir. [Exit Con. 

Enter AnTrony. 

Now, what's the news with you ? 

Ant, There is a gentleman without 
Would speak with Don John. 

John. Who, sir ? 

Ant. I do not know, sir, but he shews a man 
Of no mean reckoning. 

Fred. Let him shew his name. 
And then return a little wiser. [Exit Ant, 

How do you lilce her, John ? 

John. As well as you, Frederick, 
For all I am honest ; you shall find it too. 

Fred. Art thou not honest ? 

John. Art thou an ass ? 
And modest as her blushes ! What blockhead 
Would e'er have popp'd out such a dry apology 
For his dear friend ? and to a gentlewoman, 
A woman of her youth and delicacy ? 
They are arguments to draw them to abhor us. 
An honest moral man ! 'tis for a constable ; 
A handsome man, a wholesome man, a tough man, 
A liberal man, a likely man, a man 
Made up like Hercules, unslack'd with service ; 
The same to-night, to-morrow night, the next night. 
And so to perpetuity of pleasures : 
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These had been things to hearken to, things catching ; 
But you have such a spiced consideration, 
Such qualms upon your worship's conscience. 
Such chilblains in your blood, that all things prick ye^ 
Which nature and the liberal world make custom ; 
And nothing but fair honour, O sweet honour,* 
Hang up your eunuch honour. That I was trusty. 
And valiant, were things well put in ; but modest I 
A modest gentleman 1 O, wit, where wa&*t thou } 

Fred, I am sorry, John. 

John, My lady's gentlewoman 
Would laugh me to a school-boy, make me blush 
With playing with my cod -piece point : fie on thecr, 
A man of thy discretion I 

Fred, It shall be mended; 
And henceforth ye shall have your due. 

Enter Avthont. 

John, I look for't. How now, who is't { 
Ant. A gentleman of this city. 
And calls himself Petruchio. 
JoAn. I'll attend him« 

Enter tst Can stantia- 

Con, How did he call himself 7 

Fred, Petruchio. 
Does it concern ye ought \ 

Con. O, gentlemen. 
The hour of my destrufKou is come on me, 

£ 
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T am discoverMy lost, left to my nui>-~ 
Ah ever ye have pity-^— 

John. Do not fear. 
Let the great devil come, he shall come thro* me first : 
Lost here, and we about ye 1 

Fred. Fall before us f 

CotL O my unfortunate estate, all angers 
Compar*d to his, to his— - 

Fred, Let his and all men's, 
Whilst we have power and life, stand up for Heaven's 
sake. 

Cm. I have offended Heaven too; y«t Heaven 
knows-— 

Jokn* We arc all evil : 
Yet Heaven forbid we should have our deserts. 
What is he ? 

Con, Too, too near my offence, sir : 
O he will cut me piece-meah 

Fred. *Tis no treason } 

jfokn. Let it be what it will ? if he cut heft, 
I'll find him cut-work. 

Fred, He must buy you dear, 
With more than common lives. 

John. Pear not, nor weep not } 
By Heaven, I'll fire the town before ye perish^ 
And then tlie more the hierrier, we'll jog with ye* 

Fred, Come in, and dry your eyes. 

John. Pray no more weeping : 
Spoil a sweet face for nothing i My return 
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Shall end all this, I warrant ye. 
Con> Heaven grant it may. [fxeioU. 

Enter Pbt&uchio with a UUir. 

Petr, This man should be of quality and worth 
By Don Alvaro's letter, for he gives 
No slight recommendations of him : 
1*11 e*en make use of him. 

Enter Don John. 

Jokn» Save ye, sir. I am sorry 
My business was so unmannerly, to make ye 
Wait thus long here. 

Petr, Occasions must be serv*d9 sir: 
But is yourname Don John } 

John. It is, sir.. 

Pttr. Then, 
First for your own brave sake I must embrace ye : 
Next,^ for the credit of your noble friend, 
Hernanda de Alvara, make ye mine : 
Who lays his charge upon me in this letter 
To look ye out, and 
Whilst your occasions make you resident 
In this place, to supply ye, love and honour ye ; 
Which had I known sooner—— 

John, Noble sir, 
You*ll make my thanks too poor : I wear a sword, sir. 
And have a service to be still dispos*d of, ^ 

As you shall please command it. 

Pctr. That manly courtesy is hfilf my business, sir: 

£ij 
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And to be short, to make ye know I honour ye. 
And in all points believe your worth like oracle. 
This day, Petruchio, 

A man that may command the strength of this place. 
Hazard the boldest spirits, hath made choice 
Only of you, and in a noble office. 

John, Forward, I am free to entertain it« 

Petr. Thus tlien, 
I do beseech ye mark me. 

John. I shall, sir. 

Petr* Ferrara*s Duke, would I might call him 
worthy. 
But that he has raz'd out from his family, 
As he has mine with infamy ; this man. 
Rather this powerful monster, we being left 
But two of all our house to stock our memories. 
My sister Constantia and myself ; with arts and witch- 

crafts, 
Vows and such oaths Heaven has no mercy for^ 
Drew to dislionour this weak maid by stealth, 
And secret passages I knew not of. 
Oft he obtainM his wishes, oft abus'd her, 
I am asham'd to say the rest : this purchas'd, 
And his hot blood allay'd, he left her. 
And all our name to ruin. 

John. This was foul play, 
And ought to be rewarded so. 

Petr. I hope so. 
He scapM me yester-night ; 
Which if he dare again adventure for-^-— 



Join^ Fca)^^ sir^ what oMsansnds iiare you to lay 
onmti 

PetT, Only thus; by word of mouth to carry him 
A challenge from me, that to (if 1» hav« honour in 

hioi) 
We may decide all dtftrenoe belweea u$. 

John* Fair and noble. 
And I wilt do it.heme. When shall J visit ye f 

Pttr, Pkase you this afternoon, I will ride with y<}u 
For at the castle six miles hence, we are sure 
To find him. 

Jehn, ril be ready. 

Pttr. My man shall wait here, 
To condu^ you to my house. 

John. I ^hall not finl ye. [ExU Pfttr. 

EwUr FRBDEfLieS. 

Fred, How now ? 

John. AU*s well, and better than thou couldst ex« 
peft, for this wench here is certsdnly no maid : and t 
have hopes she is the same that our two curious cox- 
combs have been so long a hunting after. 

Fred. Why do ye hope so ? 

John, Why, because first she is no maid, and next 
because she is handsome ; there are two reasons for 
you : now do you find out a third, a better if you 
can. For take this Frederick for a certain rule, since 
she loves the sport, she'll never give it over ; and 
therefore (if we have good luck) in time may fall to 
our share. 

v^ • • • 
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Fred, Very pretty reasons indeed t But I thought 
you had known some particular, that made you con* 
iclude this to be the woman. 

jfokn, Yesy I know her name is Constantia. 

Fred. That now is something;, but I cannot believe 
hie r dishonest £Dr all this: she has not one loose 
thought about her. 

John, It's no matter, she*s loose i' th' hilts, by 
Heaven. There has been stirringi fumbling with 
linen, Frederick. 

Fred. There may be such a slip^ 

John. And will be, Frederick, whilst the Old game*s 
a- foot. I fear the boy too will prove her's I took up. 

Fred, Good circumstances may cure all this yet. 

John. There thou hir*st it, Frederick* Come, let's 
walk in, and comfort her — that she is here, is nothing 
yet suspected. Anon I shall tell thee why her bro* 
ther came, (who by this light is a noble fellow) and 
what honour he has done to me, a stranger, in calling 
me to serve him. There be irons heating for some^ 
on my word, Frederick* [Exeunt. 



ACT in. SCENE I. 



. Enter Landlady ond AkthoITY* 

Landlady. 
CoMK| iir> who it it keeps your tnaster company ? 
l^ft^ 1 say to you» Don Johm 
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Land. I say what woman ? 

Ant, I say so too. 

Land, I say again, I will know. 

Ant, I say 'tis fit you should. 

Land, And I tell thee he has a woman here. 

Ant, I tell thee 'tis then the better for him. 

Land, Was ever gentlewoman 
So frumpt wp with a fool ? Well, saucy, sirrah, 
I will know who it is, and to what purpose. 
I pay the rent, and I will know how my house 
Comes by these inflammations. If this geer hold. 
Best hang a sign -post up, to tell the signiors, 
Here you may have lewdness at livery. 

Enter Frederick. 

Ant, *Twould be a great ease to your age. 

Fred. How now ? 
What's the matter. Landlady ? 

Land, What's the matter I 
Ye use me decently among ye, gentlemen. 

Fred. Who has abus*d her ? You, sir \ 

Land: Od's my witness, 
1 will not be thus treated, that I will not. ^ 

Ant, I gave her no ill language. 

Land, Thou liest lewdly ; 
Thou took'st me up at twtry word I spoke. 
As I had been a maukin, a flirt gillian : 
And thou think'st, because thou canst write and read. 
Our noses mus.t be under thee. 
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Fred. Dare you so, sirrah ? 

Ant. Let but the truth be known, sir, I beseech ye— 
She raves of wenches, and I know not what, sir. 

Land. Go to, thou know'st too well, thou wicked 
varlet, 
Thou instrument of evil. 

jint. As I live, sir, she's ever thus till dinner. 

Fred. Get ye in, I'll answer ye anon, sir. [Exit Ant. 
Now your grief, what is't ? for f can guess 

Land. Ye may, with shame enough, 
If there were shame amongst you — nothing thought on. 
But how ye may abuse my hotise : not satisfy'd 
With bringing home your bastards to undo me. 
But you must drill your whores here too ; my patience. 
Because I bear, and bear, and carry all. 
And as they say, am willing to groan under. 
Must be your make-sport now. 

Fred, No more of these words, 
Nor no more murmurings, lady : for you know 
That I know something. I did suspefl your anger. 
But turn it presently and handsomely. 
And bear yourself discreetly to this woman, 
For such a one there is indeed. 

Land. 'Tis wdl, sir. 

Fred. Leave off your devil's matins, and your me«- 
lancholies. 
Or we shaH leave our lodgings. 

Land. You have much need 
To use the vagrant ways, and too much profit : 
Ye had that might content, 
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(At home within yourselves too) right good, gen- 

tlemen. 
Wholesome, and ye said handsome. ButyoUn gallants. 

Beast that I was to believe ye— 

Fred. Leave your suspicion ; 
For as I live there's no such thing. 

Land, Mine honour; 
And 'twere not for mine honour 

Fred. Come, your honour. 
Your house, and you too, if you dare believe mc 
Are well enough : sleek up yourself, leave crying. 
For I must have ye entertain this lady 
With all civility, she well deserves it, 
Together with all service : I dare trust ye, 
For 1 have found ye faithful. When you know her, 
You will find your own fault ; no more words, but 
do it. 

Land. You know you may command me. 

Enter Don JOHN. 

John. Worshipful lady, 
How does thy velvet scabbard } By this hand 
Thou look*st most amiably. Now could I willingly 
( And 'twere not for abusing thy Geneva print there) 
Venture my body with thee 

Land. You'll leave this roguery 
When ye come te my years. 

John. By this light, 
Thou art not above fifteen yet ; a mere girl, 
f hou hast not half thy teeth— 
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Fred. Pr'ythec, John, 
Let her alone, she has been vex'd already : 
She*ll grow stark mad, man, 

John, I would fain see her mad. 
An old mad woman— 

Fred, Pr'ythee, be patient. 

John. Is like a miller's mare, troubled with tooth- 
ache ; 
She makes the rarest faces**-*— 

Fred^ Go, and do it, 
And do not mind this fellow. 

[£xtV Landlady f and comes back again presently • 

John, What, agenl 
Nay, then it is decreed ; tho' hills were set on hills. 
And seas inet seas, to guard thee, I would through. 

Land, Odd's my witness, if you ruffle me, 1*11 spoil 
your sweet face for you, that I will. Go^ go to the 
door, there's a gentleman there would speak with ye. 

John* Upon my life, Petruchio. Good, dear Land- 
lady, carry him into the dining •room, and I'll wait 
upon him presently. 

Land. Well, Don John, the time will come that I 
shall be even with you. {Exit. 

John. I must be gone ; yet if my proje6t hold. 
You shall not stay behind i I'll rather trust 
A cat with sweet milk, Frederick. By her face. 

Enter ist Constan T|A. 

I feel her fears are working. 
Con. Is there no way, 



I \ 

I 
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I do beseech ye, think yet, to divert 
This certain danger ? 

Fred, 'Tis impossible : 
Their honours are engag*d. 

Can, Then there must be murder, 
Which, gentlemen, I shall no sooner hear of. 
Than make one in't. You may, if you please, sir. 
Make all go less. 

John, Lady, wcre't my own cause, 
I could dispense ; but loaden with my fricnd*s trust, 
I must go on, tho' general 'massacres 
As much I fea r 

Con, Do you hear. Sir ? for Heaven's sake, 
Let me request one favour of you. 

Fred. Yes, anything. 

C<m. This gentleman I find is too resolute. 
Too hot and fiery for the cause : as ever 
You did a virtuous deed, for lionour*« sake. 
Go with him, and allay him : your fair temper, 
A noble disposition, like wish'd shawers. 
May quench those eating fires, that would spoil all else. 
I see in hnn destm^ion* 

Fred. I will do it : 
And *tis a wise consideration. 
To me a bounteous favour. Hark ye, Jaho, 
I will go with ye. 

JoAn, No. 

Fred, Indeed I will — — 
Ye go upon a hazard— no ^kniad*^ 
For as 1 live I'll gO'. 
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John, Then make ye ready. 
For I am straight on horseback. 

Fred* My sword on, and 
I am as ready as you. What my best labour^ 
With all the art I have can work upon 'em, 
Be sure of, and expert a fair end : the old gentlewoman 
Shall wait upon ye^; she is discreet and secret. 
Ye may trust her in all points. 

Con. Ye are noble ; 
And so I take my leave. 

John, I hope, lady, a happy issue for all this. 

Con* All heaven's care upon ye, and my prayers. 

John, So, 
Now my mind's at rest. 

Fred, Away, 'tis late, John. [^ExcunU 

Enter Antonio, Surgeon and a Gentleman, 

Gent. What symptoms do ye find in him ? 

Sur, None, sir, dangerous, if he'd be ruled. 

Gent. Why, what does he da ? 

Sur. Nothing that he should. First, he will let 
no liquor down but wine,, and then he has a fancy 
that he must be dressed always to the tune of John 
Dory. 

Gent. How, to the tune of John Dory ? 

Sur, Why, he will have fidlers, and make them 
play and sing it to him all the while. 

Gent. An odd fancy indeed. 

Ant. Give me some wine. 

Sur. I told ye $o-^— 'Tis death, sir. 
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AnL 'Tis a horse, sir. Dost thou think I shall re* 
cover with the help of barley-water only ? 
Cent. Fie, Antonio, you must be governed. 
Ant. Why sir, he feeds me with nothing but rotten 
roots and drowned chickens, stewed pericraniums and 
pia-maters ; and when I go to bed (by Heaven 'tis 
true, sir) he rolls me up in lints, with labels at 'em, 
that I am just the man i'th' almans^ck, my head and 
face is in Aries' place. 

Sur, Will it please ye, to let your friends sec you 
opened. 

Ant. Will it please you, sir, to give me a brimmer? 
I feel my body open enough for that. Give it me, 
or 1*11 die upon thy hand, and spoil fhy custom. 

Sur. How, a brimmer ? 

Ant. Why look ye, sir, thus I am used stil! ; I cat* 
get nothing that I want. In how long time canst thou 
cure me ? 

Sur. In forty days. 

Ant. I'll have a dog shall lick me whole in twenty. 
In how long canst thou kill me ? 

Sur. Presently. 

Ant. Do it : that's the short^r^ and there's more 
delight in it. 

Gent. You must have patience. 

Ant. Man, I must have business'^this foolish fel- 
low hinders himself — I have a dozen rascals to hurt 
within these five days. Good man-mender, stop me 
up with parsley, like stuffed beef, and let me walk 
abroad. 

F 
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Sur, You shall watic shortly. 

Ant, I will walk presently, sir, and leave your sal^ 
lads there, your green salves, and your oils; 1*11 to 
my old diet again, strong food, and rich wine, and 
try what that will do. 

Sur, Well, go thy ways, thou art the raaddesi: sM 
fellow I ever met with. [ExeutU. 

Enter u^Constantia and Landlady. 

Con. I have told ye all I can, and more than yet 
Those gentlemen know of me. But are they 
such strange creatures, say you ? 

Land. There's the younger, 
Don John, the errant'st Jack in all this city : 
The other time has blasted, yet he will stoop. 
If not o'er- flown, and freely, on the quarry — 
Has been a dragon in his days. But, Tarmont, 
Don Jenken, is the devil himself— the dog-day^ — 
The most incomprehensible whore-master— 
Twenty a night is nothing *. the truth is, 
Whose chastity he chops upon he cares not, 
He flies at all — bastards, upon my conscience. 
He has now in making laukitudes — ^The last night 
He brought home one ; I pity her that bore it, 
But we are all weak vessels. Some rich wxmian 
(For wise I dare not call her) was the mother. 
For it was hung with jewels ; the beariag cloth 
No less tlian crimson velvet. 

Con. Howl 

Land, 'Tis true, lad v. 



I 
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C&n. Was it a boy too ? 

Land, A brave boy ; deliberation^ 
And judgment shew'd in's getting, as IMl say for him. 
He's as well plac*d for that sport — — 

Can, May I see it ? 
For there is a neighbour of mine, a gentlewoman. 
Has had a late mischance, which willingly 
I would know further of; now if you please 
To be so courteous to me. 

Land. Ye shall see it. 
But what do you think of these men, now y^ know 

'em? 
Be wise. 

Ye may repent too late else; I but tell ye 
For your own good, and as you will ftnd it, lady. 

Con, lamadvis'd. 

Land, No more words then ; do that, 
And instantly, I told ye of: be ready. 
Don John, I'll fit ye for your frumps. 

Con. "It shall be." 
But shall I see this child ? 

Land. Within this half hour. 
Let's in, and think better. [Exeunt* 

Enter Petruchio,Z)0»JohN) and FKMOtKict.. 

John. Sir, he is worth your knowledge^ and a 
gentleman 
(If I that so much love him may commend him) 
That's full of honour ; and one, if ibul play 

Fii 
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Should fall upon us, (for which fear I brought hioi) 
Will not fly back for filips. 

Petr, Ye much honour ine» 
And once more I pronounce ye both mine. 

Fred. Stay, what troop 
Is that below i' th' valley there ? 

John. Hawkingy I take it. 

Petr. They are so; 'tis the duke, 'tis even he, 
gentlemen. 
Sirrah, draw back the horses till we call ye. 
I know him by his company. 

Fred, I think too. 
He bends up this way* 

Petr, So he does. 

John, Stand you still. 
Within that covert, till I call. He comes forward ; 
Here will I wait him. To your places. 

Petr, I need no more instrudl ye. 

John. Pear me not. [^Exeunt Petr. and Fred. 

Enttr Duke and kisJaSian. 

Duke. Feed the hawks up, 
We*ll fly no more to-day. O my blest fortune. 
Have I so fairly met the man ) 

John. Ye have, sir. 
And him ye know by this. 

Duke. Sir, all the honour, 
And love — — 

John. I do beseech your grace stay there. 
Dismiss your train a little. 
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Duke. Walk aside, 
And out of hearing, I command ye. 
Now, sir, be plain. 

Jokn, I will, and shoYt. 
Ye have wrong'd a gentleman beyond all Justice, 
Beyond the mediation of all friends. 
, DuAe. The man, and manner of wrong t 

John, Petruchio; 
The wrong, ye huve dishonoured his sister. 

Duke. Now stay yoU) sir. 
And hear me a little. This gentleman's 
Sister that you aamHl, tis trufe I have lt>ng!ov'd; 
As true 1 hav« enjoy'd her : no less truth, 
I have a child by hef . But that she^ or he. 
Or any of that family are tainted. 
Suffer disgrace, or rtiiin, by my pleasures ; 
I wear a sword to satisfy tht w^ld )p»o, 
A iid htm in this coiase when lie (iteases ; fot- know, sir. 
She is my wife, contracted before Heaven ; 
(A witness i owe morede to than her brother) 
Nor will I fly from that natne, which 4ong sinct 
Had had thte church^ appix)ibatk>n. 
But for his jealous nature. 

John. Vour pardon^ sir, latn fatty satialfied. 

Duke. Dear sir, I knew f ohMWiUl ndnvert ye. 
Had we but that rough mtfft here now to— — 

Jokn. And ye shall, sir. 
What, hoa, hoa ! 

Duke. 1 hope ytiruliave la^d no ambiTsh ? 

Filj 
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Enter Petruchio. 

John, Only friends. 

Duk^* My noble brother, welcome. . 
Cotne, put your anger ofi, we'll have no fighting. 
Unless you will maintain I am unworthy 
To bear that name. 

Petr, Do you speak this heartily ? 

Duke, Upon my soul, and truly ; the first priest 
Shall put ye out of these doubts. 

Petr, Now I love ye, 
And I beseech ye, pardon my suspicions ; 
You are now more than a brother, a brave friend too. 

John, The good man's over-joy'd. 

Enter Frbdbrick. 

Fnd, How now goes it } 

John. Why the man has his mare agsun, and all's 
well. . 

The duke professes freely he's her husband. 

Fred, 'Tis a good hearing. 

John, Yes, for modest gentlemen. J must present ye. 
May it please your grace. 
To number this brave gentleinan, my friend. 
And noble kinsman, among the rest of your servants. 

Duke, O my brave friend, you shower your boun* 
ties on me. 
Amongst my best thoughts, signior, in which number 
You being worthily dispos'd already. 
May freely place your friend. 
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Fred, Your grace does me a great deal of honour- 

Pctr. Why this is wond'rous happy. But now, 
brother. 
Now comes the bitter to our sweet Constantia— 

Duke. Why, what of her ? 

Pttr. Nor what, nor where do I know. 
Wing*d with her fears, last night, beyond my know* 

ledgej 
She quit ray house, but whether 

Fred. Let not that 

Duke, No more, good sir, I have heard too much. 

Petr. Nay, shik not. 
She cannot be so lost. 

John. Nor shall not, gentlemen : 
Be free again, the lady's found. That smile, sir. 
Shews you distrust your servant. 

Duke. I do beseech ye-^— 

John. Ye shall believe me ; by my soul she*8 safe. 

Duke. Heaven knows I would believe, sir. 

Fred. Ye may safely. 

John. And under noble usage. This gentleman 
Met her in all her doubts last night, and to his guard 
(Her fears being strong upon her) she gave her per* 

son. 
Who waited on her to our lodging ; where all respect. 
Civil and honest service, now attend her. 

Petr. Ye may believe now. 

Duke. Yes, I do, and strongly. 
Well, my good friends, or rather my good angels, 
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For ye have both prtservM me ; when these virtues 
iHe In your friend's remeinbrance — i- 

John. Good your grace, 
Lose no inorc time in complitnentSy *lis too precious ; 
I know it by myself, there can be no hell 
To his that hangs upon his hopes. 

Pittr. He has hit it. 

Fred, To horse again then, for this night I'll crown 
With all the joys ye wish for. 

Pttr. Happy gentlemen. [^Exeunt, 

Enter Francisco and a Man. 

Fran, This is the maddest mischieff-»never fool was 
so fobb*d off as I am-^made ridiculous, and to my- 
self, to my own ass — ««-.trust a womaut 1*U trust ^hc 
« devil first, for he dares me better tl\an hi^ word some* 
times. Pr^y teU ine> in. wHa^ obs^rvikoce h«ve I i^er 
fail'd her ? 

Man, Nay, you can tell that h&X yourself. 

Fr0^. Ixi me consider**-*-** 

EnHrMhn Fjlbdei.iq« attc/ JokM. 

Fred, Let them talk, we'll go on before. 

f^dn, Where^didst thou mfeet Constahtia an4 this 
woman \ 

Fred. Constantia ! What are thesfe fellows ? Stay 
by all means. 

Mtiit, Why, sir, Imtth'erin the gittt street thit 
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comes from the xnarke^-place, just at the turning, by 
a goldsmitVs shop. 

Fred, Stand still, John. 

Fran, Well, Constantia has spun herself a fair 
thread now : what will her best friends think of this? 

Fred. John, I smell some juggling, John. 

John, Yes, Frederick, I fear it will be proved so. 

Fran» But what should the reason be, dost think, 
of this so sudden change in her i 

Fred. 'Tis she. 

Man. Why, truly I suspe6t she has been entic'd to 
it by a stranger. 

JoAn, Did you mark that, Frederick } 

Fran. Stranger I who ? 

Man, A young gentleman that's. newly come to 
town. 

Fred. Mark that too. 

JoAn, Yes, sir. 

Fran. Why do ye think so ? 

Man, I heard her grave condu6lress twattle some* 
thing as they went along, that makes me guess it. 

JoAn. 'Tis she, Frederick. 

Fred. But who that he is, John } 

Fran, I do not doubt to bolt them out, for they must 
certainly be about the town. Ha 1 no more words. 
Come, let*s be gone. ^Exeunt Francisco and Man» 

Fred, Well. 

John. Very well. 

Fred, Discreetly. 

John, Finely carried. 
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Fred, Ye have no more of these tricks ; 

John, Ten to one, sir, I shall meet with them if ye 
have. 

Fred. Is this fair ? 

fokfi. Was it in you a friend's part to deal doable ? 
I am no ass, Don Frederick. 

Fred. And, Don John, it shall api^ar I sm no fool: 
disgrace me to make yourself thus eirery wotnan's 
courtesy ; 'tis boyish, 'tis base. 

JoAn. 'Tis false ; I privy to this dog^trick I Clear 
yourself j for I knov^ well entMigh where th^ wind sits; 
or as I have a life— ITrdmpitng toitkin. 

Fred, No more ; th<^y are coming ; shew no discon- 
tent, let*s quietly away. If she be at home, our jea- 
lousies are over ; if not, you and I must have a far- 
ther parley, John, 

John. Yes, Don Frederick, ye may be sure we shall. 
But where are these fellows ? Pox on't, we havie lost 
them too in our spleens^ like foOls. 

Enter DuKE and pBT&VCHiO. 

Duke. Come, gentlemen, let^s go alhtle faster; 
Suppose you have all mistresses, and mend 
Your pate accordingly. 

John* Sir^ I should be as glad of a mistress as ano* 
ther man. 

Fred. Yes, o' my conscience wouldst thou, and of 
any other man's mistress too, that 1*11 answer for. 

[E^eeunt. 



j4^ III. THE CHANCBS ^7 

Enter Antonio and his Man. 

Ant. With all my gold ? 

Man, The trunk broken open» and all gQOc. 

Ant. And the mother in the plot ? 

Man* And the mother and all. 

Ant. And the devil and all « the mighty pox go 
with them. Belike they thought I was no more of this 
world, and those trifles would but disturb my con* 
science. 

Man. Sure they thought, sir, you would not live to 
disturb them* 

Ant. Well, my sweet mistrest. Til try how hand* 
.omely your ladyship can hang upon a pair of gallows; 
•here*s your master-piece« No ims^nation where 
they should be? 

Man. None, sir; yet we have searclied all places we * 
huspe6ted ; I believe they have taken towards the port. 

Ant. Get me then a water-conjuror, one that can 
lise water-devils. 1*11 port them ! play at duck and 
irake with my money 1 Get me a conjuror, I say; 
Inquire out a man that lets out devils* 

Man. I don't know where. 

Ant. In every 'street, Tom Fool ; any blear-ey'd 
people with red heads and flat noses can perform it. 
Thou shalt know them by their half gowns, and no 
breeches. Find me out a conjuror, I say, and learn 
h's price, how he will let his devils out by the day. 
V\\ have them again if they be above ground. 

\fixeunt. 
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Enter Duke, Petrvchio, Frederick^ and D<m 

John. 

Petr, Your grace is welcome now to Naples, so yc 
are all, gentlemen. 

John. Don Frederick, will you step in, and give the 
lady notice wha comes to visit her ? 

Petr, Bid her make haste ; we come to see no cu- 
rious wench, a night-gown will serve our turn. Here's 
one that knows her nearer. 

Fred. I'll tell her what you say, sir. {^Exit. 

Petr, Now will the sport be, to observe her altera- 
tions, how betwixt fear and joy she will behave her* 
self. 

Duke. Dear brother, I must intreat you 

Petr. I conceive your mind, sir — I will not chide 
her. 

Enter Frederick and Peter. 

John. How now ? 

Fred, You may, sir ; not to abuse your patience, 
longer, nor hold ye off with tedious circumstances; 
for ye must know— 

Petr. What? 

Duke. Where is she ? 

Fred. Gone, sir. 

Duke. Howl 

Petr. What did you say, sir? 

Fred. Gone ; by Heaven removed. The woman of 
the house too. 

2 
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Petr. What, that reverend old woman that tired 
me with compliments \ 

Fred. The very same. 

Jfokn, Well, Don Frederick. 

Fred. Don John, it is not well — But— — 

Petr. Gone! 

Fred. This fellow can satisfy I lie not. 

Pet. A little after my master was departed, sir, 
with this gentleman, my fellow and myself being sent 
on business, as we must think on purpose 

Petr, Hang these circumstances, they always serve 
to usher in ill ends. 

John, Now could I eat that rogue, I am so angry. 
Gone I 

Petr. Gonci 

Fred. Diredlly gone, fled, slufted ; what would you 
have me say \ 

Duke. Well, gentlemen, wrong not my good opinion. 

Fred. For your dukedom, sir, I would not be a 
knave. 

John* He that is, a rot run in his blood. 

Petr. But, hark ye, gentlemen, are you sure you 
had her here ? Did you not dream this ? 

John. Have you your nose, sir \ 

Petr. Yes, sir. 

John. Then we had her. 

Petr. Since ye are so short, believe your having her 
shall suffer more construction. 

John. Well, sir, let it suffer. 

Q 



79 TBE CHANCE3. AS l^* t 

Fred. How to convince ye^ sir^ I can't imagine ; 
but my life shall justify my innocence, or 0J1 with it. 

Duke. Thus then for.we jnay be all abused. 

Petr, 'Tis possible. 

Duke, Here let's part until to-morrow |his time ; \ 
we to our way to clear this doubt, and you to yours: ^ 
pawning our honours then to meet again ; when if { 
she be not found — | ' 

Fred* We stand engag'd to answer any worthy way 
we are call'd to. 

Duke. We ask no more. 

Petr. To-morrow certain. 

John. If we put-live this night, sir. 

[^Exeunt Duke and Petrgichio. 

Fred. Come, Don John, we have somewhat now 
to do. 

John, i am sure I would have. 

Fred. If she be not found, we must fight. 

JoAn. I am glad on*t, t have not fought a great while. 

Fred. If we die — 

John. There's so much money saved in letchery. 

\_Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter 2d Constantia, and her Mother. 

Mother. 
Hold, Cons, held, for goodness hold, I am in that 
desertion of spirit for want of breathy that I am al- 
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most reduced to the necessity of not being able to 
defend myself against the inconvenience of a fall. 

^d Con, Dear mother, let us go a little faster to se- 
cure ourselves from Antonio: for my part I am in 
that terrible fright, that I can neither think, speak, 
nor stand still, till we are safe a ship-board, and out 
of sight of the shore. 

Moth. Out of sight o' iht shore I why, d'ye think 
I'll depatriate ? 

2<f Con, Depratiate ! what's that ? 

Moth. Why, ye fool you, leave my country : what 
will you never learn to speak out 6f the vulgar road ? 

2d Con, O Lord, this hard word will undo us. 

Moth, As I am a Christian, if it were to save my 
honour (which is ten thousand times dearef to me 
than my life) I would not be guilty of so odious a 
thought. 

2d Con, Pray, mother, since your honour is so dear 
to ye, consider that if we are taken, both it and we 
are lost for ever. 

Moth, Ay, Girl ; but what will the world say, if 
they should hear so odious a thing of us, as that we 
should depatriate } 

2d Con, Ay, there's it ; the world I why, mother, 
the world does riot care a pin, if both you and I were 
hang'd ; and that we shair be certainly, if Antonio 
takes us, for running away with his gold. 

Moth. Protest I care not, I'll ne'er depart from the 
demarches of a person of quality; and let come what 
will, t shall rather choose to submit myself to my 

Gij 
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fate, than strive to prevent by any deportment that is 
not congruous in every degree, to the steps and mea- 
sures of a stri6t practitioner of honour. 

2d Con. Would not this make one stark mad ? Her 
style is n^t more out of the way, than her manner of 
reasoning : she first sells me to an ugly old fellow, 
then she runs away with me and all his gold, and 
now, like a strict practitioner of honour, resolves to 
be taken, rather than depratiate, as she calls it. [^Aside, 

Moth, As I am a Christian^ Cons, here*s a tavern, 
and a very decent sign : I'll in, I am resolv'd, tho* 
by it I should run a risco of never so sup^dous a 
nature. 

^d Con. There*s no stopping her. What shall I du ? 

Mfftk, I'll send for my kinswoman and some music 
to revive me a little : for really, Cons, I am reduced 
to that sad imbecility by the injury I have done my 
poor feet, that I'm in a great incertitude, whether 
they will have liveliness sufficient to support me up 
to the top of the stairs, or no. [Exit. 

2d Con. This sinning without pleasure, I cannot 
endure : to have always remorse, and ne*er do any 
thing that should cause it, is intolerable. If I lovM 
money too, which I think I don*t, my mother she has 
all that : I have nothing to comfort myself with, but 
Antonio's stiff beard ', and that alone, for a woman 
of my years, is but a sorry kind of entertainment. I 
wonder why these old fumbling fellows should trouble 
themselves so much, only to trouble us more. They 
can do nothing, but put us in mind of our graves* 
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Well, ril ho more on't ; for to be frighted with death 
and dsimnation both at once, is a little too hard. I 
do here vow I'll live for ever chaste, or find out sbme 
handsome young fellow I can love ; I think that'is the 
better. [ikother looks out at ike mndoto. 

Moth, Comie up, Cons, the fiddles are here. 

^dCon, I come [Mother goes fr 6m tk'etdindoio, 

I must be gone, tho' whither I cannot tell. Thesfc 
iid'dles, and her discreet companions, ^ill quickly 
make an end of all she has stoleh ; and theii fiVe 
hundred new pieces sell me to another old feUow. 
She has taken care not to leave m'e a farthing : y^t I 
am so, better than under her c'ohdu6t : 'twill be at 
wotst but begging for my life. 

And starving were to me an easier fate. 
Than to be forc'd to live with one 1 hate. 

[Coes Up to her mother* 

Enter Don John. 

John, It will not out of my head, but that Don 
Frederick has sent away this wench, for all he carries 
it so gravely ; yet methinks he should be hohester 
than so : but these grave men are never touch'd upon 
such occasions. Mark it when you will; and you'll 
find a grave man, especially if he pretend to be a pre- 
cise man, will do ye forty things without remorse, 
that would startle one of us mad fellows to think of. 
Because they are familiar with Heaven in their pray- 
ers, they think they may be bold with it in any thitig ; 

G uj 
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now we that are not so well acquainted, bear greater 
revere nee . [ Music plays above. 

What's here, music and women ? Wou'd I had 
one of 'em. {One of *em looks out at the window. 

That's a whore ; I know it by her smile* O* my 
conscience, take a woman masked and hooded, nay 
cover'd.all o*er, so that you cannot see one bit of her, 
and at twelvescore yards distance, if she be a whore 
as ten to one she is, I shall know it certainly ; I have 
an instinct within me ne'er fails. lAnotAer looks out* 
Ah, rogue ! she's right too I'm sure on't. 

Moth, above. Come, come, let's dance in t'other 
room, 'tis a great deal better. 

John, Say you so; what now if I should go up and 
dance too? It is a tavern; pox o'this business : I'll 
in, I am resolvM, and try my own fortune ; 'tis hard 
luck if I don^t get one of 'em. 

As he goes to the door^ 2d Constantia enters. 

See here's one bolted already ; fair lady, whither so 
fast? 

id Cont I don't know, sir. 

John. May I have the honour to wait upon you ) 

id Con. Yes, if you please, sir. 

John. Whither; 

id Con. I tell you, I don't know. 

John. She's very quick. Would I might be «a 
bappy as to know you, lady. 

id Con. I dare not let you see my face, sir. 

John. Why? 
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2d Con» For fear you should not like it, and then 
leave me ; for to tell ye true, I have at this present 
very great need of you. 

John, If thou hast half so much need of me, as I 
have of thee, lady, 1*11 be content to be handed tho'. 

id Con. I t*s a proper handsome fellow this, if he *d 
but love me now, I would never seek out further* 
$ir, I am young, and unexperienced in the world. 

John. Nay, if thou art young, it's no great matter 
what thy face is. 

2d Con, Perhaps this freedom in me may seem 
strange ; but, sir, in short, Vm forced to fly from one 
I hate ; if I should meet him, will you here promise 
he shall not take me from you. 

John. Yes, that I will before I see your face, your 
shape has charmed me enough for that already; if 
any one takes ye from me, lady, I'll give him leave 
to take from me two-i-(I was going to name 'em) cer*. 
tain things of mine, that I would not lose, now I 
have you in my power, for all the gems in Christen- 
dom. 

%d Con. For heaven's sake then conduct me to some 
place, where I may be secured awhile from the sight 
of any one whatsoever. 

John. By all the hopes I have to find thy face aS 
lovely as thy shape, I will. 

2d Con. Well, sir, I believe ye j for you have an 
honest look. 

John. 'Slid I I am afraid Don Frederick has been 
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giving her a character of me too. Come, pray un- 
mask. 

si Con, Then turn away your face ; for I'm re- 
solved you shall not see a bit of mine till 1 have set it 

in order ; and then 

John: What ? 
. si Con, 1*11 strike you dead. 

John, A mettled whore, I warrant her : come, if 
she be now young, and have but a nose on her face, 
she'll be as good as her word. I'm e'en panting for 
breath already, 

*id Con. Now stand your gt-buhd, if you dare. 

John. By this light a rare creature ! ten thousand 
times handsomer than her we seek for ! This can be 
sure no common one : pray Heaven she foe a whore. 

tdCbn, Well, ^ir, what Say ybu no>V ? 

John, Nothing ; I'm so amazed I am not able to 
speak. I'd best fall too presently, tho' it be in the 
street, for fear of losing time. Pr'ythee, my dear 
sweet creature, go with me into that corner, ^hat thou 
and I may talk a little in private. 

si Con. No, sir, no private dealing, I beseech you. 

John. 'Sheart, what shall I do ? I'm but of my wits 
for her. Hark ye, my dear soul, canst thou love me ? 

fti Con. If I could, what then ? 

John, Why you know what then, and then should 
I be the happiest man alive. 

2d Con. Ay, so you all say, till you have your de- 
sires, and then you leave us. 
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Jokn, But, my dear heart, I am not made like 
other men : I never can love heartily till I have 

2d Con, Got their maidenheads ; but suppose now 
I should be no maid. 

JoAn, Pr^ythee suppose me nothing, but let me try. 

2d Con. Nay, good sir, hold. 

Jokn. No maid I Why, so much the better, thou 
art then the more experienced ; for my part, I hate a 
bungler at any thing. 

2d Con, O dear, I like this fellow strangely. Hark 
ye, sir, I am not worth a groat, but tho* you should 
not be so neither, if you'll but love me, Pll follow ye 
all the world over : Til work for ye, beg for ye, do 
any thing for ye, so you'll promise to do nothing with 
any body else. 

Johi, O heavens, l*m in another world, this wench 
sure was made on purpose for me, she is so just of 
my humour. My dear, *tis impossible for me to say 
how much I will do for thee, or with thee, thou sweet 
bewitching woman ; but let's make haste home, or I 
shall ne'er be able to hold out till I come thither. 

[^Exeunt. 

Enter Fkederick and Fkahcisco. 

Fred, And art thou sure it was Constantia, say'st 
thou, that he was leading ? 

Fran, Am I sure I live, sir ? Why, 1 dwelt in the 
house with her ; how can I choose but know her> 

Fred. But didst thou see her face ? 
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Fran, Lord, sir, I saw her face as plainly as I see 
yours just now, not two streets off. 

Fred, Yes, *tis even so : 1 suspe^ed it at first, but 
then he forswore it with that confidence — Well, Don 
John, if these be your pradtices, you shall have no 
more a friend of me, sir, I assure you. Perhaps 
tho' he met her by chance, and intends to carry her to 
her brother, and the Duke. 

EiUtr Don John and 2d Constantia. 

A little tim^ will shew — God- so, here he is ; 

ril st^p behind this shop, and observe what he says. 

Jo^n. Here no\V go in, and make me for 6ver happy. 

Fred. Dear Don John. 

John. A pox o' your kindness, ^ow the devil 
comes he here just at this time ? Kow will he ask me 
forty foolish questions, and I haye such a mind to 
this wench, that I cannot think of one excuse for my 
life. 

Fred. Your servant, sir : pray who's that you lock- 
ed in just now at the door ? 

JoAn. Why a friend of mine that*s gone up to read 
a book. 

Fred. A book ! that*s a quaint one, i*faith : pr*y- 
thee, Don John, what library hast thou been buying 
this afternoon ? for i* the morning, to my knowledge, 
thou hadst never a book there, except it were an al- 
manack, and that was none of thy own neither* 
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Jokn- NO| nOy it's a book of his own, he brought 
along with him : a scholar that's given to reading. 

Fred. And do scholars, Pon John, wear petticoats 
now-a-days ? 

John. Plague on him, he has seen her — Well, Don 
Frederick, thou know*st I am not g9od at lying; 'tis a 
woman, I confess it, make your best on't : what then i 

Fred, Why then, Don John, I desire you'll be 
pleased to let me see her. 

John, Why faith, Frederick, I should not be against 
the thing, but ye know a nian must keep his word, 
and she has a mind to be private. 

Fred, But, John, you may remember when I met a 
lady so before, this very self- same lady too, that I 
got leave for you to see her, John. 

Jokn, Why, do you think then that this here is 
Constantia ? 

Fred. I cannot properly say I think it, John, be- 
cause I know it ; this fellow here saw her as you led 
her i* th' streets. 

John. Well, and what then? Who does he say it is? 

Fred. Ask him, sir, and he'll tell ye. 

John. Sweet- heart, dost thou know this lady? 

Fran I think I should, sir; I have lived long 
enough ill the house to know her sure. 

JoAn. And how do they call her, pr'ythee ? 

Fran. Constantia. 

JoAn. How! Constantia. 

Fran. Yes, sir, the womb's name is Constantia, 
that's fiat. 
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John. Is it so, sir \ and so is this too. \Strihts Aim, 

Fran. Oh, Oh I [Runs out, 

John. Now, sirrah, you may safely say you have 
not borne false witness for nothing. 

Fred, Fie, Don John, why do you beat the poor 
fellow for doing his duty, and telling truth ? 

jfokn. Telling truth 1 thou talk'st as if thou hadst 
been hir'd to bear false witness too : you are a very 
fine gentleman. 

Fred. What a strange confidence he has 1 but is 
there no shame in thee ? nor any consideration of 
what is just or honest, to keep a woman thus against 
her will, that thou knowest is in love with another 
man too } Dost think a judgment will not follow this t 

John. Good, dear Frederick, do thou keep thy sen- 
tences and thy. morals for some better opportunity ; 
this here is not a fit subject for them : 1 tell thee, 
she is no more Constantia than thou art. 

Fred» Why won't you let me sec her then ? 

John. Because I can't : besides^ she's not for thy 
turn. 

Fred, How so ? 

John, Why, thy genius lies another way ; thou art 
for flames and darts, and those fine things : now I 
am for the old, plain, downright way ; I am not so 
curious, Frederick, as thou art. 

Fred. Very well, sir ; but is this worthy in you, to 
endeavour to debauch—— 

John. But is there no shame ? but is this worthy ? 
Wh^t a many buts are here } If I should tdl thee 
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now solemnly thou hast but one eye, and give thee 
reasons for it, wouldst thou believes me> 

Fred. I think hardly, sir, against my own know- 
ledge. 

John. Then why dost thpu, with that grave face, 
go about to persuade me against mine ? You should 
do as you would be done by, Frederick. 

Fred, And so I will, sir, in this very particular, 
since there's no other remedy ; I shall do that for the 
Duke and Petruchio, which 1 should expert from 
them upon the like occasion : in short, to let you sec 
I am as sensible of my honour, as you can be careless 
pf yours ; I must tell ye, sir, that I'm resolved to 
wait upon this lady to them. 

John, Are ye so, sir? Why, I must then, sweet sir, 
tell you again, I am resolved you sha*nt. Ne'er stare 
nor wonder, I have promised to preserve her from 
the sight of any one whatsoever, and with the hazard 
of my life will make it good : but that you may not 
think I mean an injury to Petruchio, or the Duke^ 
know, Don Frederick, that tho' I love a wench per- 
haps a little better, I hate to do a thing that's base as 
much as you do. Once more upon my honour, this 
is not Constantia ; let that satisfy yoa. 

Fred. All that will not do [Goes to the door, 

John, No! why then this shall. [Dr^za/f.] Come 
not one step nearer, for if thou dost, by Heaven, it 
is thy last. 

Fred, This is an insolence beyond the temper of a 
man to suffer—Thus I throw off thy friendship, 

H 
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and since thy folly has provoked my patience beyond 
its natural bounds, know it is not in thy power now 
to save thyself. 

John* That's to be tried, sir, tho' by your favour 
[Looks up to the windows] Mistress What*you calU'em 
-— pr'ythee look out now a little, and see how Til 
fight for thee. 

Fred. Come, sir, are you ready } 

John. O lord, sir, your servant. {.^*g^* 

Enter Duke an/ Pbtrvchio, 

Petr. What's here, fighting f Let's part 'e|n. How ! 
Don Frederick against Don John 1 How canae you to 
fall out, gentlemen ? What's the cause? 

Fred. Why, sir, it is your quarrel, and not mine, 
that drew this on me: I saw him lock Constantia up 
into that house, and I desired to wait upon her to 
you ; that's the cause. 

Duke. O, it may be he designed to lay the obligao 
tion upon us himself, sir. We are behoiden to you 
for this favour beyond ail possibility o f- ■ ■ « 

JoAn. Pray, sir, do not throw away your thanks 
before you know whether I have deserved them or 
no. Oh, is that your design ? Sir, you must not go 
in there. [Petruchio'j^Mn^ to tke door* 

Petr. How, sir I not go in } 

JoAn, No, sir, most certainly not go in. 

» 

Pftr. She's my sister, and I will speak with her. 
JoAn, Jf she were your mother, sir, you should nbt, 
tho* it were but to ask your blessing. 
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Petr» Since you are so positive I'll try. 

Jo/in, Yqu sliall fiud me a man of my word, sir. 

iFigJku 
. Duke. Nay, pray gentlemen hold, let me compose 
this matter. Why do you make a scruple of letting 
us see Constantia ? 

John, Why, sir, 'twould turn a man's head round 
to hear these fellows talk so ; there is not one word 
true of all that he has said. 

Duke* Then you do not know where Constantia is ^ 

John. Not I, by heavens. 

Frtd. O monstrous impudence 1 Upon my life, sir» 
I saw him shut her up into that house, and know his 
temper so, that if I had not stopped him, 1 dare swear 
by this time he would have ravished her. 

John, Now that is two lies ; for first, he did not see 
her; and next, the lady I led in, is not to be ravished, 
she is so willing. '^ 

Duhe» But look yei sir, this doubt may easily be 
cleared ; let either Petruchio or I but see her, and if 
she be not Constantia, we engage our honours (tho* 
we should know her) never to discover who she is. 

John, Ay, but there's the point now that I can 
never consent to. 

Duke. Whyt 

John* Because I gave heir my word to the contrary. 

Duke, And did you never break your word with a 
woman. 

John. Never before I lay with her; and that's the 
case now. 

Hy 
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Petr, Pish, I won't be kept off thus any longer : 
sir, cither let me enter or I'll force my way. 

Fred. No, pray sir, let that be my office : I will be 
revenged on him for having betrayed me to his 
friendship. [Pet. and Fred, offer to fight zoiiA John.' 

Duke* Nay, ye shall not offer him foul play neither. 
Hold, brother, pray a word; and with you too, sir. 

John, Pox on't, would they would make an end of 
this business, that I might be with her again. Hark 
ye, gentlemen, I'll make ye a fair proposition, leave 
off this ceremony among yourselves, and those dismal 
threats against me ; filip up cross or pile who shall 
begin first, and I'll do the best I can to entertain you 
all one after another. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant, Now do my fingers itch to be about some- 
body's ears for the loss of my gold. Hal what's here 
to do, swords drawn i I must make one, tho' it cost 
me the singing of ten John Dorio's more. Courage, 
brave boy, I'll stand by thee as long as this tool here 
lasts : and it was once a good one. 

Petr, Who's this } Antonio 1 O, sir, you are wel- 
come, you shall be even judge between us. 

^t. No, no, no, not I, sir, I thank ye ; 1*11 make 
work for others to judge of, I'm resolved to fight. 

Petr. But we won't fight with you. 

Ant. Then put up your swords, or by this hand I'll 
lay about me. 
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Jokn»y^t\\ said, old Bilboa, i'fakh. 

{Th^ put tip tktir iwotds. 

Petr, Pray hear us, tho' : this gentleman saw him 
lock up my sister into that house, and he refuses to 
let us see her. 

Ant. How, friend, is this true \ 

John. Nay, good sir, let not our friendship be 
broken before it is well made. Look ye, gentlemen, 
to shew ye that you^ are all mistaken, and that my 
formal friend there \i an ass* » ■ 

Fred. I thank you, sir. 

John. I'n give you my consent that this gentlctnan 
here shall see her, if his information can satisfy you. 

Duke. Yes, yesj he knows her very well. 

John. Then, sir, go in here, if you please: I dare 
trust him with her, for he is too old to do her either 
good or hsirm. 

Fred, I wonder how my gentleman will get off from 
all this. 

John. I shall be even with you, sir, another time, 
for all your grinning. 

Enter a Servani. 

How now } Where is he ? 

^ Ser. He's nm out of the back-door, sir. 

John. How so ? 

Ser. Why, sir, he's run after the gentlewoman yon 
brought in. 

John. 'Sdeath, how durst you let her out f 

Ser, Why, sir, I knew nothing. 

Hiy 
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John. No, thou ignorant rascal, and therefore 1*11 
beat something into thee. [^Beats kirn* 

Fred, What, you won't kill him ? 

John. Nay, come not near me, for if thou dost, by 
heavens, 1*11 give thee as much ; and would do sa 
however, but that I won't lose time from looking 
after my dear sweet— —a pox confound you all. 

[Goes M, and skuts the dour after him. 

Duke* What, he has shut the deor 1 

Fred, It's no matter, I'll lead you to a private back 
way, by that comer, where we shall meet him. 

\E,xeunU 
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Enter Antonio's Servant^ Constable and Officers, 

Servant, 
A YOUNG woman, say'st thou, and her mother? 

Man. Yes, just now come to the house; not an 
hour ago. 

Ser. It must be they i here, friend, here's money 
for you ; be sare you take 'em, and I'll reward you 
better when you have done. 

Const. But, neighbour, ho hup shall I now 

— hup know these parties ? for I would hup 

execute my office hup like hup a 

sober person. 

Man. That's hard ; but you may easily know the 
mother, for she is— hup— drunk. 
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Consi, Nay-— —hup— i^" she be drunk, let — ^hup 
me alone to maul her ; for—: — hup I abhor 

a drunkard hup— -let it be man, woman, o r 

hup child. 

Man, Ay, neighbour, one may see you hate drink- 
ing indeed. 

Const, Why, neighbour hup— did you ever 

see me drunk ? Answer me that question : did you 
ever— —hup see me drunk ? 

Man, No, never, never; come away, here's the 
house. [Exeunt, 

Enter ut, Constantia. 

Con. Oh, whither shall I run to hide myself : the 
constable has seized the landlady, and I am afraid the 
poor child too. How to return to Don Frederick's 
house, 1 know not ; and if I knew, I durst not, after 
those things the landlady has told me of him. If I 
get not from this , drunken rabble, 1 expose my ho- 
nour ; and if I fall into my brother's hands, I. lose 
jny life : you powers above, look down and help me: 
I am faulty I confess, but greater faults have often 
met with lighter punishments. 

Then let not heavier yet on me be laid j 

Be what I will, l*m still what you have made* 

Enter Don John. 

John, Vm almost dead with running, and will be 
so quite, but I will overtake her« 
Con, Hold, Don John, hold. 
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Jokn. Who's that ? ha I is it you, my dear \ 

Com,. For heaven's sake, sir, carry me from hence, 
or I'm utterly undone. 

John. Phoo, pox, this is the other : now could I 
almost beat her, for but making me the proposition. 
Madam, there are some a coming, that will do it a 
great deal better; but I am in such haste, that I vow 
to gad, madam' 

Con, Nay, pray sir, stay, you are concerned in this 
as well as I ; for your woman is taken. 

Ji^n, Ha I my woman \ \Goti back to ker^ 

I vow to gad, madam, I do so highly honour your la« 
dyship, that I would venture my life a thousand times 
to do you service. But pray where iB she \ 

Con, Why, sir, she is taken by the constable. 

John. Constable I Which way wait he ? \Raskfy. 

Cm. I cannot tell, for I run out into the streets 
just as he had seized upon your landlady. 

John. Plague o' my landlady, I meant t'other wo- 
man. 

Con. Other woman, sir ! 1 have seen no other wo- 
man, never since I left your house 1 

John. S'hcart, what have 1 been doing here then 
all this while } Madam, your most humble— 

Con, Good sir, be not so cruel, as to leave me iti 
this distress. 

John. No, no, no, Pm only going a little way, and 
will be back again presently. 

Cm. But pray, 8ir> hear me, l*m in ihat dan* 

ft 
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John, No, no, no ; I vow to gad, madam, no dan- 
ger i*th' world* Let me alone, I warrant you. [£xtV. 

Con, He*s gone, and I a lost, wretched, miserable 
creature, for ever. 

Enter Antonio. 

AnU O, there she is. 

Con, Who's this \ Antonio ! the fiercest enemy I 
have. 

Ant, Are ye so nimble footed, gentlewoman ? If I 
don't overtake you for all this, it shall go hard— — 

She'll break my wind, with a pox to her : 

A plague confound all whores 1 [Exit, 

Enter Mother to the 2d Constantia, and Kinswomanm 

Kins, But, madam, be not so angry ; perhaps she'll 
come again. 

Moth, O kinswoman, never speak of her more; 
for she's an odious creature to leave me thus i'th' 
lurch. I that have given her all her breeding, and 
instructed her with my own principles of education. 

Kins, I protest, madam, I think she's a person that 
knows as much of all that as 

Moth, Knows, kinswoman 1 there's ne'er a woman 
in Italy, of thrice her years, knows so much the pro^ 
cedures of a true gallantry; and the infallible prin« 
ciples of an honourable friendship, as she does. 

Kitis, And therefore, madam, you ought to love her. 

Math, No, fie upon her, nothing at all^ as I am a 
christian. When once a person fails in fundamentals, 
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she's at a period with ifie. Besides, with all her wit^ 
Constantia is but a fool, and calls all the mgnarderiei 
of a bonne mien, afFedlation. 

Kins. Indeed, I must confess, she's given a little 
too much to the careless way. 

MotA. Ay, there you have hit it, kinswoman ; the 
careless way has quite undone her. Will ye believe 
me, kinswoman ? as I am a christian, I never could 
make her do this, nor carry her body thus, but just 
when my eye was upon her ; as soon as ever my back 
.was turned, whip her elbows were quite out again : 
would not you strange now at this ? 
. Kins, Bless me, sweet goodness! But pray, madam, 
how came Constantia to fall out with your ladyship ) 
Did she take any thing ill of you ? 

MotA* As I am a christian T can't resolve you, un- 
less it were that I led the dance first ; but for that 
she must excuse me; I know she dances well, but 
there are others who perhaps understand the right 
swim of it as well as she : 

Enter Don Frederick. 

And tho' I love Constantia—— 

Fred. How's this? Constantia t 

MatA. I know no reason why I should be debarred 
the privilege of shewing my own parts too sometimes. 
. Fred. If I am not mistaken, that other woman is 
she Don John and I were dire^ed to, when we came 
first to town, to bring us acquainted with Constantia. 
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I'll try to get some intelligence from her. Pray, la- 
dy, have I never seen you before ? 

Kins, Yes, sir, I think you have, with another 
stranger, a friend of yours, one day as I was coming 
out of the church. 

Fred, I am right then. And pray who were you 
talking of ? 

Moth, Why, sir, of an incon^derate inconsiderable 
person, that has at once both forfeited the honour ot 
my concern, and the concern of her own honour. 

Fred, Very fine indeed ! and is all this intended for 
the beautiful Constantia ? 

Moth. O fie upon her, sir! an odious creature, as 
rm a christian, no beauty at all. 

Fred. Why, does not your ladyship think her hand- 
some? 

Moth. Seriously, sir, I don't think she's ugly; but 
as I'm a christian, my position is, that no true beauty 
can be lodged in that creature, who is not in some 
measure buoy'd up with a just sense of what is in- 
cumbent to the devoir of a person of quality. 

Fr^d. That position, madam, is a little severe: but 
however she has been incumbent formerly, as your 
ladyship is pleased to say ; now that she's marry'dy 
and her hu&band owns the child, she is sufficiently 
justified for ail she has done. 

Moth* Sir, I must blushingly beg leave to say you 
are there in ap error. 2 know there has been pas- 
s^es of love betweeo 'em, but with a ^eroperaiaeat 
so iiiooceut ai)d so r^^cd^ ai$ it. did iiopose a negir 



gi TRS CHANCES. A8 V. 

live upon the very possibility of her being with 
child. 

Fred* Sure, . she is not w^l acquainted with her. 
Pray, madam, how long have you known Constantia? 

MotA. Long enough, I think, sir, for I had the good 
fortune, or rather the ill one, to help her first to the 
light of the world. 

Fred. Now cannot I discover by the fineness of this 
dialect, whether she be the mother or the midwife ; 
I had better ask t'other woman. 

AI9M. No, sir, I assure ye, my daughter Constan- 
tia has never had a child : a child! ha, ha, ha I O 
goodness save us, a child! 

Fred. O, then she is the mother, and it seems is not 
informed of the matter. Well, madam, I shall not 
dispute this with you any further ; but give me leave 
to wait upon your daughter ; for her friend, 1 assure 
ye, is in great impatience to see her. 

MotA. Friend, sir, 1 know none she has. I*m sure 
she loaths the very sight of him. 

Fred. Of whom? 

MotA, Why, of Antonio, sir, he that you were 
pleased to say had got my daughter with child, sir ; 
ha, ha, hat 

Fred. Still worse and worse. 'Slife 1 cannot she be 
content with not letting me understand her; but 
must also resolve obstinately not to understand me, 
because I speak plain } Why, madam, I cannot ex« 
press myself y6ur way, therefore be not ofiended at 
me for it. I tell you I do not know Antonio, nor ne- 
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ver named him to you } I toM you that the duke has 
owned Constantia for his wife, that her brother and 
he are friends, and are both now in search after her. 

MotA, Then as I'm a christian, I suspe6t we have 
both been equally involved in the misfortune of a 
mistake. Sir, I am in the dernier confusion to avow, 
that tho' my daughter Constantia has been liable to 
several addresses ; yet she never has had the honour 
to be produced to his grace. 

Fred. So then you put her to bed to— 

MotJk* Antonio, sir, one whom my ebb of fortune 
forced me to enter into a negociation with, in refer- 
ence to my daughter's person; but as I'm a chris« 
tian, with that candour in the adtion, as I was in no 
lund denied to be a witness of the thing. 

Fred* So now the thing is vut. This is a damn'd 
bawd, and I as damn'd a rogue for what I did to Don 
John; for o' my conscience, this is that Constantia 
the fellow told me of. I'll make him amends, what- 
e'er it cost me. Lady, you must give me leave not to 
part with you, till you meet with your daughter, for 
some reasons I shall tell you hereafter. 

Motk. Sir, I am so highly your obligee for the man- 
ner of your enquiries, and you have grounded your 
determinations upon so just a basis, that I shall not 
be ashamed to own myself a votary to all your com- 
mands. lExeuni, 

Enter 2d Constantia. 
Md Con, So, I'm once more freed from Antonio : but 
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whither to go now, that's the question: nothing 
troubles ine» but that he was sent up by that young 
feliowy for I liked him with my soul, would he had 
liked me so too. 

Zfdtr Don, John, and a SJ^^kaper. 

John, Which way went she ? 

Shop. Who ? 

John, The woman. 

Shop. What woman I 

John- Why, a young woman, a handsome woman^ 
the handsomest woman thou erer saw'st in thy life ; 
speak quickly, sirrah, or thou shalt speak no more. 

Shop, Why, yonder's a woman : what a devil ails 
this fellow. [ExU. 

John. O my dear soul, take pity on me, and give 
me comfort ; for I'm e'en dead for want of thee. 

s^ Con, O you're a fine gentleman indeed, to shut 
me up in your house, and send another man to me. 

John, Pray hear me. 

fti Con. No, I will never hear you more after such 
an injury : what would ye have done, if t had been 
kind to ye, that could use me thus before? 

John, By my troth that's shrewdly urg*d. 

»</ Con, Besides, you basely broke your word. 

John. But will yon hear nothing t nor did youhea^ 
nT>thing ? I had three men upon me at once, and had 
I not consented to let that old fellow* up, who came 
to my rescue, they had all broken in whether I would 
or no. 
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2^ Gw. Faith it may be it was so, for I remember I 
heard a ixMse } but suppose it was not su, what then t 
Why then I'll love him lM>weyer. Hark ye^ sir, 1 
ought now to use you very scurvily. But I can't iiiid 
in my heart to do it. 

John, Then God*s blessing on thy heart for it. 

si Cm, But a - , - » 

John. What? 

2^ Con, I would fain-^ 

John* Ayi so would 1 : come let's go« 

2d Con, I would fain know, whether you can be kind 
tome? 

Jifhn. Thai thou shaU presently. Come away. 

Q.d Con, And will you always ? 

John, Always'. 1 can*t say so : but I will as often 
as I can. 

. ltd Con, PhoO! I mean love me. 
i John, Weil, I mean thai too. 

td Con* Swear then* 

John, Hiat I will upon my knees« What shall I 
say ? 

ft4 Con, Nay, iMe whal words you please, so they be 
but hearty, and not those that are spoken by the 
priest, for that charm seldom proves fortunate. 

John, I Swear then by thy fair self, that loojcest so 
like a deity, and art the only thing I now can think 
off that ril adore thee to my dying day. 

2d Con, And here V\{ vow, the minute thou dost 
Irave me^ ril leave the world ; that is, kill myself. 

John, O my dear Iieavenly creature! — [Kisses her,"] 
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That kiss now has almost put me into a swoon. For 
Heaven's sake, let's quickly out of the streets for fear 
of another scuffle. I durst encounter a whole army for 
thy sakeV but yet methinks I had better try my cou- 
rage another way ; what thinkst thou } 

ltd Con. Welly well ; why don't you then } 

[^As they are going out^ enter 1st Constantia, and just 
then Antonio seizes upon her,, 

John, Who*s this my old new friend has got there 1 

Ant, O 1 have I caught you gentlewoman, at last ? 
Come, give me my gold. 

Con, I hope he takes me for another, I won^t an- 
swer; for I had rather he should take me for any one 
than who I am. 

John, Pray, sir, who is that you have there by the 
hand? 

Ant, A. person of honour, sir, that has broke open 
my trunks, and run away with all my gold ; yet I'll 
hold ten pounds I'll have it whipped out of her again. 
« nd Con, Done, I'll hold you ten pounds of that 
now. 

Ant, Ha! by my troth you have reason; and, lady, 
I ask your pardon. But I'll have it whipped out of 
you, then, gossip. 

John. Hold| sir, you m^st not meddle with my 
goods. 

Ant, Your goods ! how came she to be yours i I'm 
sure I bought her of her, mother for five hundred 
good pieces of gold, and she was a-bed with me all 
night too. Deny that, if you dare. 
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id dm, Wefiy and what did you do when I was 
a-bed with you all night i Confess that^ if you dare. 

Ant, Umph I say you so i 

Qm. I'll try if this lady will help mc^ for I know 
not whither else to go. 

Am^ I shall be ashamed I see utterly, except I make 
her hold her peace. Pray, sir, by your leave, I Iwpe 
you will allow me the speech of one word with your 
goods here, as you call her : *tis but a tmall request. 

j4fkH» Ay, sir, with all my heart. How, Constan- 
tia I madam, now you have seen that lady, I hope 
you will pardon the haste you me^ me in a little 
while ago; if I committed a fault you must tliank her 

for it. 

CoH, Sir, if you will for her sake be persuaded to 
prote6l me from the violence of my brother, I shall 
have reason to thank you both. 

Jokn. Nay, madam, now that I am in my wits again, 
and my heart's at ease, it shall go very hard, but I 
will see yours so too. I was before distradied, and 'tis 
not strange the love of her should hinder me from 
remembering what was due to you, since it made me 
forget myself. 

Oa. Sir, I do know too well the power of love, by 
my own experience, not to pardon all the c^di of 
it in another. 

^nt. Well then, I promise you, If you will but help 
me to my gold again (t mean that which youatidyuur 
mother stole out of my trunk] that 111 never trouble 
you nx>re, 

Iiij 
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2d Con* A match; and 'ds the best that you and I 
could ever make. 

John, Pray, madam, fear nothing ; by my love I'll 
stand by you> and see that your brother shall do you 
no harm. 

9^ Cm. Hark ye, sir, a word ; how dare you talk of 
love, or standing by any lady but me, sir? 

John* By my troth that was a fault ; but I did not 
mean in your way, I meant it only civilly. 

^d Con, Ay, but if you are so very civil a gentleman, 
we shall not be long friends. I scorn to share your 
love with any one, whatsoever: and for ray part I'm 
resolved either to have all or nothing. 

John, Well, my dear little rogue, thou shalt have 
it all presently, as soon as we can but get rid of this 
company. 

2<f Con, Phoo I ye are always abusing me 

Enter Frederick and Mother. 

Fred, Come, now, madam, let not us speak one 
word more, but go quietly about our business, not 
but that I think it the greatest pleasure in the world 

to hear you talk, but 

r Moth, Do you indeed, sir ? I swear then good wits 
jump, sir 5 for I have thought so myself a very great 
while. 

Fred, You've all the reason imaginable. O, Don 
John, I ask thy pardon, but I hope I shall make thee 
amends, for I have found out the mother, and she has 
promised me to help thee to thy mistress again.' 
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Join* Sir, you may save your labour, the business 
is done, and I am fully satisfied. 

Fred. And dost thou know who she is } 

John. No faith, I never ask'd her name. 

Fred, Why then, I'll make thee yet more satisfied \ 
this lady here is that very Constantia*— 

John. Ha 1 thou hast not a mind to be knocked 
o'er the pate too, hast thou } 

• Fred, No, sir, nor dare you do it neither : but for 
certain this is that very self-same Constantia that 
thou and I so long looked after. 

John, I thought she was something more than or- 
dinary ; but shall I tell thee now a stranger thing 
than all this ? 

Fred. What's that? 

John. Why, I will never more touch any other wo- 
man for her sake. 

Fred. Well, I submit ; that indeed is stranger. 

nd Con. Come, mother, deliver your purse ; I have 
delivered myself up to this young fellow, and the bar- 
gain's made with that old fellow, so he may have his 
gold again, that all sliall be well. 

Moth. As l*m a Christian, sir, I took it away only 
to have the honour of restoring it again ; for my hard 
fate havmg not bestowed upon me a fund which 
might capaciate me to make you presents of my own,? 
1 had no way left for the exercise of my generosity 
but by putting myself into a condition of giving back 
what was yours. 

Ant, A very generous design indeed 1 So noWy I'll 

1 
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e'en tum a sober person^ aud leave off this wenching, 
and this fighting, for I begin to find it does not agree 
with me. , 

Fred. Madaniy I'm heartily glad to meet your lady- 
ship here ; we have been in a very great disorder since 
we saw you. What's here, our landlady and the 
dsild again ! 

Enter Duke, Petrvchio, and Landlady wUk the 

Child. 

Petr, Yes, we met her going to be whipped, in a 
drunken constable's hands that took her for another. 

jr#A». Why then, pray let her e'en be taken and* 
whipped for herself, for on my word she deserves it. 

Land, Yes, I'm sure of your good word at any 
time. 

Con, Hark ye, dear landlady. 

Land, Of BW^et goddess! is it you t I have been in 
tuch a peck of troubkfS since I saw you ; they took 
me^ and they tutnbled me, and they hauled me, 
and they puUed tne, itttd rhey called me painted Je* 
zable, and the poor little babe here did so take on. 
Come hither, my ford, come hither : here is Con- 
stantia. 

Con, fw Heaven's sake peace ; yonder is my bro- 
ther, and if he discovers me, f *nl certainly ruined. 

Dttke. No, madam, there is no danger. 

C&n. Were there a thousand dangers in those arms, 
I would run thus to meet them. 

JDnke, O, my dear, it were fiot safe that any should 



ABV. THE CMANCfiS. 101 

be here at present ; for now my heart is so o*er* 
pressed with joy, that I ^should scarce be able to de* 
fend thee. 

Petr, Sister, I'm so asham'd ef all the faults, which 
my mistake has made me guilty of, that I know not* 
how to ask your pardon for them. 

Con, No, brother, the fault was mine, in mistaking 
you so much, as not to impart the whole truth to you 
at first ; but having begun my love without your 
consent, I never durst acquaint you with the progress 
of it. 

Duke, Come, let the consummation of our present 
joys blot out the memory of all these past mistakes* 

John, And when shall we consuminate our joys } 

ad Con, Never: 
We'll find out ways shall make them last for ever. 

Jokn, Now see the odds, 'twixt married folks and 
friends : 
Our love begins just where their passion ends. 

[Exaau. 
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Perhaps ^% gadUm^ ttcped u^dayt 

The aiUhtr of tkuf^^mU of a pia^f 
ActiffHt^ t$ tki modem may cfwit, 
SkauU sitive to In before-luuid with the Fit ; 
Begin to rail atyou^ and su6tfy too^ 
Fretwu M' qffront ty giwfg tki Jim blom* 
Mi wmu 1M ptiCodenUf wAieA qftm sway. 
In nmUerifat nmt taeigkty tkam a pUy-: 
But he, no grave admirer of a mie^ 
W&iet by txtaiepu k^m t^play tkefttoi* 
Tht end ofpktys sMoidd he to emettdin^ 

And not to keep the auditors in pain. 
Giving tfitr price, And for tokattm$A ttn plust. 
He tkikks the play being done, you should have ease, 
JVb Witf no sensCf rutjrttdom, and a box^ 
Is much Uke paying mon^for the stocks. 
Besides, the author dreads the strut and mein 
Of neW'prais*d poets, having often seen 
Some of his follows, who have writ before, 
When Nel has danc'd her jig, steal to the door. 
Hear the Pit clap, and with conceit of that. 
Swell, and believe themselves the lord knows what. 
Most writers, now-a-days, are grown so vain, 
That once approved, they tifrite, and write again. 
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Till they have writ away the fame they got. 
Our friend this way of writing fancies not^ 
And hopes you will not tempt him with your praise^ 
To ranh himself with some that write new plays : 
For he knows ways enough to be undone^ 
Without the help of poetry for one. 




